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To     THE     READER. 


JL  HE  Editor  of  this  little  volume  was  a  pcrfon  of 
conliderable  literary  abilities  and  judgment  :  ami 
had  he  not  been  taken  to  his  reward  early  in  life, 
this  production  proves,  that  mankind  might  have 
been  much  benefited  by  his  judicious  labours.  As 
a  COLLECTION  it  is  inferior  to  none  in  the  king 
dom.  And  as  the  Compiler  was  juftly  efleemcd  for 
his  piety  and  vivacity  of  fpirit,  fo  has  he  made 
choice  of  thofe  pieces  that  cannot  fail,  if  duly  at 
tended  to,  to  inftil  into  the  mind  of  the  reader,  the 
love  of  virtue,  and  true  religion  ;  abftra&ed  from 
all  illiberal  ideas  and  pedantic  notions,  which  are 
only  of  man's  invention. 

He  was  not  confined  in  his  fentiments  to  any  par 
ticular  human  fyflein,  but  the  tenor  of  his  conduft, 
private  and  public,  proved    him  to  be  actuated  by 
a  3  the 
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the  beft  of  principles,  The  love  of  God,  and  of  all 
Mankind.  From  fuch  abilities,  therefore,  it  is  na- 
.tural  to  expeft  the  mod  agreeable  productions  ;  and 
herein,  we  apprehend,  the  judicious  reader  will  not 
fee  difappointed. 
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ON     CREATION. 

[MlLTON.] 

THE  Son 

On  his  great  expedition  now  appear'd, 
Girt  with  omnipotence,  with  radiance  crown'd 
Of  majefly  divine  ;  fapience  and  love 
Immenfe,  and  all  his  Father  in  him  (hone. 
About  his  chariot  numberlefs  were  pour'd 
Cherub  and  Seraph,  Potentates  and  Thrones, 
And  Virtues,  winged  Spirits,  and  chariots  wing'd 
From  th'  armoury  of  God,  where  flood  of  old 
Myriads  between  two  brazen  mountains  lodg'd 

A  Againft 
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Againft  a  folemn  day,  harnefs'd  at  hand, 
Celeftial  equipage  :  and  now  came  forth 
Spontaneous,  for  within  them  fpirit  liv'd, 
Attendant  on  their  Lord:   Heav'n  open'd  wide 
Her  ever  during  gates,  harmonious  found 
On  golden  hinges  moving,  to  let  forth 
The  King  of  Glory  in  his  pow'rful  Word 
And  Spirit  coming  to  create  new  worlds. 
On  heav'nly  ground  they  flood,  and  from  the  fliore 
They  view'd  the  vaft  immeafurable  abyfs 
Outrageous  as  a  fea.  dark,  wafteful,  wild, 
Up  from  the  bottom  turn'd  by  furious  \vinds 
And  furging  waves,   as  mountains  to  afiault 
Heav'ns  heighth,  and  with  the  center  mix  the  pole. 
Silence,  ye  troubled  waves,  and  thou  deep,  peace, 
Said  then  th'  omnific  Word,  your  difcord  end : 
Nor  ftay'd,  but  on  the  wings  of  Cherubim 
Uplifted,  in  paternal  glory  rode 
Far  into  Chaos,  and  the  world  unborn  ; 
For  Chaos  heard  his  voice  :  him  all  his  train 
Follow 'din  bright  procedion  to  behold 
Creation,  and  the  wonders  of  his  might. 
Then  fray'd  the  fervid  wheels,  and  in  his  hand 
He  took  the  golden  compafles,  prepar'd 
In  God's  eternal  ftore,  to  circumfcribe 
This  univerfe,  and  all  created  things  ; 
One  foot  he  center'd,  and  the  other  turn'd 
Round  through  the  vaft  profundity  obfcure, 
And  faid,  Thus  far  extend,  thus  far  thy  bounds, 
thy  juft  circumference,  O  world. 

Thus 


THEPOETS.  3 

Thus  God  the  heav'n  created,  thus  the  earth, 
Matter  unform'd  and  void,  dark nefs  profound 
Cover'd  th'  abyfs  :   but  on  the  watry   calm 
His  brooding  wings  the  Spirit  of  God  outfpread, 
And  vital  virtue  infus'd,  and  vital  warmth 
Throughout  the  fluid  mafs,  but  downward  purg'd 
The  black  tartareous  cold  infernal  dregs 
Adverfe  to  life  :  then  founded,  then  conglob'd 
Like  things  to  like,  the  reft  to  feveral  place 
Difpartcd,  and  between  fpun  out  the  air, 
And  earth  felf-balanc'd  on  her  center  hung. 

Let  there  be  light,  faid  God,  and  forthwith  light 
Ethereal,  firft  of  things,  quintcflcncc  pure 
Sprung  from  the  deep,  and  from  her  native  eaft 
To  journey  through  the  aery  gloom  began. 
Spher'd  in  a  radiant  cloud,  for  yet  the  fun 
Was  not ;  (he  in  a  cloudy  tabernacle 
Sojourn'd  the  while.    God  faw  the  light  was  good  : 
And  light  from  darknefs  by  the  hemifphere 
Divided  :  light  the  day,  and  darknefs  night 
He  nam'd.     Thus  was  the  firft  day  ev'n  and  morn  : 
Nor  paft  uncelebrated,  nor  unfung 
By  the  celeftial  quires,  when  orient  light 
Exhaling  firft  from  darknefs  they  beheld  ; 
Birth-day  of  heav'n  and  earth  ;  with  joy  and  fhout 
Tfce  hollow  univerfal  orb  they  fill'd, 
And  touch'd  their  golden  harps,  and  hymning  prais'd 
God  and  his  works,   Creator  him  they  fung, 
Both  when  firft  evening  was,  and  when  firft  morn. 

Again,  God  faid,  Let  there  be  firmament 

A  2  Amid 
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Amid  the  waters,  and  let  it  divide 

The  waters  from  the  waters  :  and  God  made 

The  firmament,  expanfe  of  liquid,  pure, 

Tranfparent,  elemental  air,  diffus'd 

In  circuit  to  the  uttermoft  convex 

Of  this  great  round  :  partition  firm  and  fure, 

The  waters  underneath  from  thofe  above 

Dividing  :  for  as  earth,  fo  he  the  world 

Built  on  circumfluous  waters  calm,  in  wide 

Cryftallin  ocean,  and  the  loud  mifrule 

Of  Chaos  far  remov'd,  left  fierce  extremes 

Contiguous  might  diftemper  the  whole  frame  : 

And  heav'nhe  nam'd  the  firmament :  So  ev'n 

And  morning  chorus  fung  the  fecond  day. 

The  earth  was  form'd,  but  in  the  womb  as  yet 
Of  waters,  embryon  immature  involv'd, 
Appear 'd  not  :  over  all  the  face  of  earth 
Main  ocean  flow'd,  not  idle,  but  with  warm 
Prolific  humour  foft'ning  all  her  globe, 
Fermented  the  great  mother  to  conceive, 
Satiate  with  genial  moifture,  when  God  faid, 
Be  gather'd  now  ye  waters  under  heav'n 
Into  one  place,  and  let  dry  land  appear. 
Immediately  the  mountains  huge  appear 
Emergent,  and  their  broad  bare  backs  upheave 
Into  the  clouds,  their  tops  afcend  the  fky  : 
So  high  asheav'd  the  tumid  hills,  fo  low 
Down  funk  a  hollow  bottom  broad  and  deep, 
Capacious  bed  of  waters  :  thither  they 
Hafted  with  glad  precipitancy,  uproll'd 

As 
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As  drops  on  duft  conglobing  from  the  dry  ; 

Part  rife  in  cryftal  wall,  or  ridge  direft, 

For  hafte  ;  fuch  flight  the  great  command  imprefs'd 

Onthefwift  floods:   as  armies  at  the  call 

Of  trumpet  (for  of  afmies  thou  haft  heard) 

Troop  to  their  ftandard,  ib  the  watry  throng, 

Wave  rolling  after  wave,  where  way  they  found, 

If  fteep  with  torrent  rapture,  if  through  plain, 

Soft-ebbing  ;  nor  withftood  them  rock  or  hill, 

But  they,  or  under  ground,  or  circuit  wide. 

With  ferpent  error  wand'ring,  found  their  way, 

And  on  the  wafhy  oofe  deep  channels  wore  ; 

Eafy,  ere  God  had  bid  the  ground  be  dry, 

All  but  within  thofe  banks,  where  rivers  now 

Stream,  and  perpetual  draw  their  humid  train. 

The  dry  land,  earth,  and  the  great  receptacle 

Of  congregated  waters  he  call'd  feas  : 

And  faw  that  it  was  good,  and  faid,   Let  th'  cartli 

Put  forth  the  verdant  grafs,  herb  yielding  feed, 

And  fruit-tree  yeilding  fruit  after  her  kind, 

Whofe  feed  is  in  herfelf  upon  the  earth. 

He  fcarce  had  faid,  when  the  bare  earth,  till  then 

Defert  and  bare,  unfightly,  unadorn'd, 

Brought  forth  the  tender  grafs,  whofe  verdure  clad 

Her  univerfal  face   with  pleafant  green, 

Then  herbs  of  every   leaf,  that  fudden  flow Vd 

Opening  their  various  colours,  and  made  gay 

Her  bofom  fmelling  fweet  :  and  thefe  fcarce  blown, 

Forth  flourifh'd' thick  the  cluft'ring  vine,  forth  crept 

The  fmelling  gourd,  up  ftood  the  corny  reed 

A  3  Imbattcl'd 
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Imbattel'd  in  her  field  ;  and  th'  humble  fhrub. 
And  bufli  with  frizled  hair  implicit :   laft 
Rofe  as  in  dance  the  (lately  trees,  and  fpread 
Their  branches  hung  with  copious  fruit,  or  gemm'd 
Their  bloflbms  :    with   high  woods  the  hills  were 

crown'd, 

With  tufts  the  valleys,  and  each  fountain  fide, 
With  borders  'long  the  rivers  :  that  earth  now 
Seem'd  like  to  heav'n,  a  feat  where  gods  might  dwell, 
Or  wander  with  delight,  and  love  to  haunt 
Her  facred  fhacles  :  though  God  had  yet  not  rain'd 
Upon  the  earth,  and  man  to  till  the  ground 
None  was,  but  from  the  earth  a  dewy  mift 
Wrent  up  and  water'd  all  the  ground,  and  each 
Plant  of  the  field,  which  ere  it  was  in  th'  earth 
God  made,  and  every  herb,  before  it  grew 
On  the  green  ftem  ;  God  faw  that  it  was  good  : 
So  ev'n  and  morn  recorded  the  third  dav. 

Again  th'  Almighty  fpake,  Let  there  be  lights 
High  in  th'  expanfe  of  heaven  to  divide 
The.  day  from  night ;  and  let  them  be  for  figns, 
For  feafons,  and  for  days,  and  circling  years, 
And  let  them  be  for  lights  as  I  ordain 
Their  office  in  the  firmament  of  heaven 
To  give  light  on  the  earth  ;  and  it  was  fo. 
And  God  made  two  great  lights,  great  for  their  ufe 
To  Man,  the  greater  to  have  rule  by  day 
The  lefs  by  night  altern  :  and  made  the  ftars, 
And  fet  them  in  the  firmament  of  heaven 
T  illuminate  the  earth,  and  rule  the  day 

In 
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In  their  viciflitude,  and  rule  the  night, 

And  light  from  darknefs  to  divide.     God  faw, 

Surveying  his  great  work,  that  it  was  good  : 

For  of  celeftial  bodies  firft  the  fun 

A  mighty  fphere  he  fram'd,  unlightfome  firft, 

Though  of  ethereal  mould  :  then  form'd  the  moon 

Globofe,  and  every  magnitude  of  ftars, 

And  fow'd  with  ftars  the  heav'n  thick  as  a  field  : 

Of  light  by  far  the  greateft  part  he  took, 

Tranfplanted  from  her  cloudy  (hrine,  and  plac'd 

In  the  fun's  orb,  made  porous  to  receive 

And  drink   the  liquid  light,    firm  to  retain 

Her  gather'd  beams,  great  palace  now  of  light. 

Hither  as  to  their  fountain  other  ftars 

Repairing,  in  their  golden  urns  draw  light, 

And  hence  the  morning  planet  gilds  her  horns  ; 

By  tinfture  or  reflection  they  augment 

Their  fmall  peculiar,  though  from  human  fight 

So  far  remote,  with  diminution  feen. 

Firft  in  his  eaft  the  glorious  lamp  was  feen, 

Regent  of  day,  and   all  th'  horizon  round 

Invefted  with  bright  rays,  jocund  to  run 

His  longitude  through  heav'n's  high  road  ;  the  gray 

Dawn,  and  the  Pleiades  before  him- danc'd 

Shedding  fweet  influence  :  lefs  bright  the  moon, 

Butoppoiite  in  levell'd  weft  was  fet 

His  mirror,  .with  full  face  borrowing  her  light 

From  him,  for  other  light  die  needed  none. 

In  that  afpea,  and  ftill  that  diftance  keeps 

Till  night,  then  in  the  eaft  her  turn  fhe  fhines, 

Revolv'd 
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Revolv'd  on  heav'n's  great  axle,  and  her  reign 
With  thoufand  leffer  lights  dividual  holds, 
With  thoufand  thoufand  ftars,  that  then  appear'd 
Spangling  the  hemifpherc  :   then  firft  adorn'd 
WTith  their  bright  luminaries  that  fetand  rofe  ; 
Glad  ev'ning  and  glad  morn  crown'd  the  fourth  day. 

And  God  faid,    Let  the  waters  generate 
Reptile  with  fpawn  abundant,  living  foul  ; 
And  let  fowl  fly  above  the  earth,  with  wings 
Difplay'd  on  th'open  firmament  of  heav'n. 
And  God  created  the  great  whales,  and  each 
Soul  living,  each  that  crept,  which  plenteoufly 
The  waters  generated  by  their  kinds, 
And  every  bird  of  wing  after  his  kind  ; 
And  faw  that  it  was  good,  and  blefs'd  them,  faying, 
Be  fruitful,  multiply,  and  in  the  feas 
And  lakes  and  running  fhreams  the  waters  fill ; 
And  let  the  fowl  be  multiply'd  on  th'  earth. 
Forthwith  the  founds  and  feas,  each  creek  and  bay 
With  fry  innumerable  fwarm,  and  fhoals 
Of  fifh  that  with  their  fins  and  fhining  fcales 
Glide  under  the  green  wave,  in  fculls  that  oft 
Bank  the  mid  fea  :  part  fingle  or  with  mate 
Graze  the  fea  weed  their  paflure,  and  through  groves 
Of  coral  dray,  orfporting  with  quick  glance 
Show  to  the  fun  their  wav'd  coats  dropt  with  gold, 
Or  in  their  pearly  fhells  at  eafe,  attend 
Moift  nutriment,  or  under  rocks  their  food 
In  jointed  armour  watch  :  on  fmooth  the  feal, 
And  bended  dolphins  play  :  part  huge  of  bulk 

Wallowing 
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Wallowing  unwieldy,  enormous  in  their  gait 
Tempeft  the  ocean  ;    there  leviathan, 
Hugeft  of  living  creatures,  on  the  deep 
Stretch'd  like  a  promontary  fleeps  or  fwims, 
And  feems  a  moving  land,  and  at  his  gills 
Draws  in,  and  at  his  trunk  fpouts  out  a  fea. 
-Mean  while  the  tepid  caves,  and  fens  andfhores 
Their  brood  as  numerous  hatch,  from  th'  egg  that  foon 
Burfting  with  kindly  rupture  forth  difclos'd 
Their  callow  young,  but  feather'd  ibon  and  fledge 
They  fumm'd  their  pens  andfoaring  the  air  fublime 
With  clang  defpis'd  the  ground,  under  a  cloud 
In  profpect ;  there  the  eagle  and  the  ftork 
On  cliffs  and  cedar  tops  their  eyries  build  : 
Part  loofely  wing  the  region,  part  more  wife 
In  common,  rang'd  in  figure  wedge  their  way 
Intelligent  of  feafons,  and  fet  forth 
Their  aery  caravan  high  over  feas 
Flying,  and  over  lands  with  mutual  wing 
Eafmg  their  flight ;  fo  {leers  the  prudent  crane 
Her  annual  voyage,  borne  on  winds  ;  the  air 
Floats  as  they  pafs,  fann'd  with  unnumber'd  plumes : 
From  branch  to  branch  the  fmaller  birds  with  fong 
Solac'd  the  woods,  and  fpread  their  painted  wings 
Till  ev'n,  nor  then  the  folemn  nightingale 
Ceas'd  warbling,  but  all  night  tun'd  her  foft  lays  : 
Others  on  filver  lakes  and  rivers  bath'd 
Their  downy  bread  ;  the  fwan  with  arched  neck 
Between  her  white  wings  mantling  proudly,  rows 
Her  ftate  with  oary  feet ;  yet  oft  they  quit 

The 
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The  dank,  and  rifmg  on  ftiff  pennons,  tow'r 

The  mid  aerial  fky  :  Others  on  ground 

Walk'd  firm;  the  creftedcock,  whofe clarion  found 

The  filent  hours,  and  th'  other  whofe-gay  train 

Adorns  him,  colour'd  with  the  florid  hue 

Of  rainbows  and  ftarry  eyes.    The  waters  thus 

With  fifli  replenifh'd,  and  the  air  with  fowl, 

Ev'ning  and  morn  folemniz'd  the  fifth  day. 

The  fixth,  and  of  creation  laft,  arofe 
With  evening  harps  and  matin,  when  God  faid, 
Let  th'  earth  bring  forth  fowl  living  in  her  kind, 
Cattle,  and  creeping  things,  and  bead  of  th'  earth, 
Each  in  their  kind.  The  earth  obey'd,  and  flrait 
Op'ning  her  fertile  womb  teem'd  at  a  birth 
Innumerous  living  creatures,  perfeft  forms 
Limb'd  and  fully  grown  :  out  of  the  ground  up-rofe 
As  from  his  lair  the  wild  beaft  where  he  wons 
In  foreft  wild,  in  thicket,  brake,  or  den  ; 
Among  the  trees  in  pairs  they  rofe,  they  walk'd  : 
The  cattle  in  the  fields  and  meadows  green  : 
Thofe  rare  and  folitary,  thefe  in  flocks 
Pafturing  at  once,  and  in  broad  herds  up-fprung. 
The  grafly  clods  now  calv'd,  now  half  appear'd 
The  tawny  lion,  pawing  to  get  free 
His  hinder  parts,  then  fprings  as  broke  from  bonds, 
And  rampant  fhakes  his  brinded  mane  ;  the  ounce, 
The  libbarb,  and  the  tiger,  as  the  mole 
Rifmg,  the  crumbled  earth  above  them  threw 
In  hillocks :  the  fwift  flag  from  under  ground 
Bore  up  his  branching  head  :  fcarce  from  his  mold 

Behemoth, 
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Behemoth,  biggeftborn  of  earth,  upheav'd 

His  vaftnefs :  fleec'd  the  flocks  and  bleating  rofe, 

As  plants  :  ambiguous  between  fea  and  land 

The  river  horfe  and  fcaly  crocodile. 

At  once  came  forth  whatever  creeps  the  ground, 

Infect  or  worm  :  thofe  wav'd  their  limber  fans 

For  wings,  and  fmalleft  lineaments  exaft 

In  all  the  liv'ries  deck'd  of  fummer's  pride 

With  fpots  of  gold  and  purple,  azure  and  green  : 

Thefe  as  a  line  their  long  dimenfion  drew, 

Streaking  the  ground  with  fmuous  trace :  not  all 

Minims  of  nature  ;  fome  of  ferpent  kind, 

Wond'rous  in  length  and  corpulence,  involv'd 

Their  fnaky  folds,  and  added  wings.     Firit  crept 

The  parfimonious  emmet,  provident 

Of  future,  in  fmall  room  large  heart  incols'd, 

Pattern  of  juft  equality  perhaps 

Plereafter,  join'd  in  her  popular  tribes 

Of  commonalty  :  fwarming  next  appeared 

The  female  bee,  that  feeds  her  hufband  drone 

Delicioufly,  and  builds  her  waxen  cells 

With  honey  ftor'd  :  the  reft  are  numberlefs. 

And  thou  their  natures  know'ft,    and  gav'ft  them 

names, 

Needlefs  to  thee  repeated ;  nor  unknown 
The  ferpent  fubtleft  beaft  of  all  the  field, 
Of  huge  extent  fometimes,  with  brazen  eyes 
And  hairy  mane  terrific,  though  to  thee 
Not  noxious,  but  obedient  at  thy  call. 

Now 


12  THE   BEAUTIES   OF 

Now  heav'n  in  all  her  glory  fhone,  and  roll'd 
Her  motions  as  the  firft  great  Mover's  hand 
Firfl  wheel'd  their  courfe  ;  earth  in  her  rich  attire 
Confummate  lovely  fmil'd ;  air,  water,  earth, 
By  fowl,  fifh,beaft,  was  flown,  was  fwum,was  walk'd 
Frequent  ;  and  of  the  fixth  day  yet  remain'd  ; 
There  wanted  yet  the  matter  work,  the  end 
Of  all  yet  done  ;  a  creature  who  not  prone 
And  brute  as  other  creatures,  but  indued 
With  fanftity  of  reafon,  might  ereft 
His  flature,  and  upright  with  front  ferene 
Govern  the  reft,  felf-knowing,  and  from  thence 
Magnanimous  to  correfpond  with  heav'n, 
But  grateful  to  acknowledge  whence  his  good 
Defcends,  thither  with  heart  and  voice  and  eyes 
Directed  in  devotion,  to  adore 
And  worfhip  God  fupreme,  who  made  him  chief 
Of  all  his  works  :  therefore  th'Omnipotent 
Eternal  Father  (for  where  is  not  he 
Prefent  ?)  thus  to  his  Son  audibly  fpake. 

Let  us  make  now  man  in  our  image,  man 
In  our  fimilitude,  and  let  them  rule 
Over  the  fifh  and  fowl  of  fea  and  air, 
Beaft  of  the  field,  and  over  all  the  earth, 
And  every  creeping  thing  that  creeps  the  ground. 
This  faid,  he  form'd  thee,  Adam,  thee,  O  man, 
Duft  of  the  ground,  and  in  thy  noftrils  breath'd 
The  breath  of  life  :  in  his  own  image  he 
Created  thee,  in  the  image  of  God 
Exprefs,  and  thou  becam'ft  a  living  foul. 

Male 
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Male  he  created  thee,  but  thy  confort 
Female  for  race  ;  then  blefs'd  mankind,  and  fa  id. 
Be  fruitful,  multiply,  and  fill  the  earth, 
Subdue  it,   and  throughout  dominion  hold 
Over  fifhof  the  fea,  and  fowl  of  th'  air, 
And  every  living  thing  that  moves  onth*  earth. 
Wherever  thus  created,  for  no  place 
Is  yet  diftinct  by  name,  thence,  as  thou  know 'ft 
He  brought  thee  into  this  delicious  grove, 
This  garden  planted  with  the  trees  of  God, 
Deleclable  both  to  behold  and  tafle  ; 
And  freely  all  their  pleafant  fruit  for  food 
Gave  thee  ;  all  forts  are  here  that  all  th'  earth  yields, 
Variety  without  end  ;  but  of  the  tree, 
Which  tafted  works  knowledge  of  good  and  evil, 
Thou  may 'ft  not  ;  in  the  day  thou  eat' ft  thou  dy'ft  ; 
Death  is  the  penalty  impos'd,  beware, 
And  govern  well  thy  appetite,  left  Sin 
Surprife  thee,  and  her  black  attendant  Death. 
Here  nriifh'd  he,  and  all  that  he  had  made 
View'd,  and  behold  all  was  entirely  good  ; 
So  ev'n  and  morn  accomplifh'd  the  fixth  day  : 
Yet  not  till  the  Creator  from  his  work 
Defifting,  though  unwearied,  up  return'd, 
Up  to  the  heav'n  of  heav'ns  his  high  abode, 
Thence  to  behold  this  new-created  world, 
Th' addition  of  his  empire,  how  it  fhow'd 
In  profpeft  from  his  throne,  how  good,  how  fair, 
Anfw'ring  his  great  idea.     Up  lie  rode 
Follow'd  with  acclamation  and  the  found 

B  Sym- 
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Symphonious  of  ten  thoufand  harps  that  tun'd 
Angelic  harmonies  :     the  earth,  the  air 
Refounded,  (thou  remember' ft,  for  thou  heardft) 
The  heav'ns  and  all  the  conftellations  rung, 
The  planets  in  their  ftation  Hft'ning  flood, 
While  the  bright  pomp  afcended  jubilant. 
Open,  ye  everlafting  gates,  they  fung, 
Open,  ye  heav'ns,  your  living  doors  ;  let  in 
The  great  Creator  from  his  work  return 'd 
Magnificent,  his  fix  days  work,  a  world. 


MORNING       HYMN. 

[MlLTON.] 

JL  HESE  are  thy  glorious  works,  Parent  of  good, 
Almighty!  thine  this  univerfal  frame, 
Thus  wondrous  fair  ;  thyfelf  how  wondrous  then  ! 
Unfpeakable,  who  fit'ft  above  thefe  heav'ns 
To  us  invifible,  or  dimly  feen 
In  thefe  thy  loweft  works  ;  yet  thefe  declare 
Thy  goodnefs  beyond  thought,  and  pow'r  divine. 
Speak  ye  who  beft  can  tell,  ye  fons  of  light, 
Angels  -,  for  ye  behold  him.  and  with  fongs 
And  choral  fymphonies,  day  without  night, 
Circle  his  throne  rejoicing  :  ye  in  heav'n, 
On  earth  join  all  ye  creatures  to  extol 
Him  firft,  him  laft,  him  midft,  and  without  end. 
Faired  of  ftars,  lafl  in  the  train  of  night, 

If 
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If  better  thou  belong  not  to  the  dawn, 
Sure  pledge  of  day,  that  crown'ft  the  fmiling  morn 
With  thy  bright  circlet,  praife  him  in  thy  fphere, 
While  day  arifes,  that  fweet  hour  of  prime. 
Thou  fun,  of   this  great  world  both  eye  and  foul. 
Acknowledge  him  thy  greater,  found  his  praife 
In  thy  eternal  courfe,  both  when  thou  climb' ft, 
And  when  high  noon  haft  gain'd,  and  when  thou 

fall'ft. 

Moon,  that  now  meet'ft  the  orient  fun,  now  fly'ft. 
With  the  fix't  ftars,  fix'd  in  their  orb  that  flies, 
And  ye  five  other  wand' ring  fires  that  move 
In  myftic  dance  not  without  fong,  refound 
His  praife,  who  out  of  darknefs  call'd  up  light. 
Air,  and  ye  elements,  the  eldcft  birth 
Of  nature's  womb,  that  in  quaternion   run 
Perpetual  circle,  multiform ;  and  mix 
And  nourifh  all  things  ;  let  your  ceafelefs   change 
Vary  to  our  great  Maker  ftill  new   praife. 
Ye  mifts  and  exhalations  that  now  rife 
From  hill  or  (learning  lake,  dufkv  or  gray, 
Till  the  fun  paint  your  fleecy  fkirts  with  gold, 
In  honour  to  the  world's  great  Author  rife, 
Whether  to  deck  with  clouds  th'  uncolour'd  fkv, 
Or  wet  the  thirfty  earth  with  falling  fhow'rs, 
Riling  or  falling  ftill  advance  his  praife. 
His  praife  ye  winds,  that  from  four  quarters  blow,' 
Breathe  foft  or  loud  ;  and  wave  your  tops,  ye  pines, 
With  ev'ry  plant,  in  fign  of  worfhip  wave. 
Fountains,  and  ye  that  warble  as  ye  flow, 

B  2  Melodious 
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Melodious  murmurs,  warbling  tune  his  praife. 

Join  voices  all  ye  living  fouls ;  ye  birds, 

That  finging  up  to  heaven  gate  afcend, 

Bear  on  your  wings  and  in  your  notes  his  praife. 

Ye  that  in  waters  glide,  and  ye  that  walk 

The  earth,  and  ftately  tread,  or  lowly  creep  ; 

Witnefs  if  I  be  filent,  morn  or  ev'n, 

To  hill,  or  valley,  fountain,  or  frefh  fhade 

Made  vocal  by  my  fong,  and  taught  his  praife. 

Hail,  univerfal  Lord,  be  bounteous  ftill 

To  give  us  only  good ;  and  if  the  night 

Have  gather'd  aught  of  evil  or  conceal'd, 

Difperfe  it,  as  now  light  difpels  the  dark. 


ADAM's  RELATION  TO  RAPHAEL  OF 

THE    FIRST   SURVEY    HE    TOOK    OF    HIMSELF. 
[MlLTON.] 

JC  OR  man  to  tell  how  human  life  began 
Is  hard  ;  for  who  hirnfelf  beginning  knew  ? 
Defire  with  thee  ftill  longer  to  converfe 
Induc'd  me.     As  new  wak'd  from  foundeft  deep 
Soft  on  the  flow'ry  herb  I  found  me  laid 
In  balmy  fweat,  which  with  his  beams  the  fun 
Soon  dry'd,  and  on  the  reeking  rnoifture  fed. 
Straight  toward  heav'n  my  wond'ring  eyes  I  turn'd, 
And  gaz'd  a  while  the  ample  fky,  till  rais'd 

By 
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By  quick  mftin&ive  motion  up  I  fprung, 

As  thitherward  endeavouring,  and  upright 

Stood  on  my  feet ;  about  me  round  I  faw 

Hill,  dale,  and  fhady  woods,  and  funny  plains, 

And  liquid  lapfe  of  murm'ring  ftreams  ;  by  thefe, 

Creatures  that  liv'd  and  mov'd  and  walk'd  or  flew, 

Birds  on  the   branches  warbling  ;  all  things  fmil'd 

With  fragrance,  and  with  joy  my  heart  o'erflow'd. 

Myfelf  I  then  perus'd,  and  limb  by  limb 

Survey 'd,  and  fometimes  went,  and  fometimes  ran 

With  fupple  joints,  as  lively  vigour  led  : 

But  who  I  was,  or  where,  or  from  what  caufe, 

Knew  riot ;  to  fpeak  I  try'd,  and  forthwith  fpake  ; 

My  tongue  obey'd,  and  readily  could  name 

Whate'er  I  faw  .     Thou  fun,  faid  I,  fair  light, 

And  thou  enlightened  earth,  fo  frefh  and  gay, 

Ye  hills  and  dales,  ye  rivers,  woods  and  plains. 

And  ye  that  live  and  move,  fair  creatures,  tell, 

Tell,  if  ye  faw,  how  came  I  thus,  how  here  ? 

Not  of  myfelf  ;  by  fome  great  Maker  then, 

In  goodnefs  and  in  pow'r  pre-eminent  ; 

Tell  me,  how  may  I  know  him,  how  adore, 

From  whom  I  have  that  thus  I  move  and  live, 

And  feel  that  I  am  happier  than  I  know. 

While  thus  I  calPd,  and  ftray'd  I  knew  not  whither, 

From  where  I  firft  drew  air,  and  nrft  beheld 

This  happy  light,  when  anfwer  none  return'd, 

On  a  green  fhady  bank  profufe  of  flow'rs 

Penfive  I  fat  me  down  ;  there  gentle  fleep 

Firft  found  me,  and  with  foft  oppreflion  feiz'd 

B3  My 
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My  drowfed  fenfe,  untroubled,  though  I  thought 

I  then  was  pafling  to  my  former  (late, 

Infenfible,  and  forthwith  to  diffolve  : 

When  fuddenly  flood  at  my  head  a  drea-m, 

Whofe  inward  apparition  gently  mov'd 

My  fancy  to  believe  I  yet  had  being, 

And  liv'd  :  One  came,  methought,  of  (hape  divine 

Andfaid,  Thy  manfion  wants  thee,  Adam,  rife, 

Fir  ft  man,  of  men  innumerable  ordairi'd 

Firft  father,  call'd  by  thee  I  come  thy  guide 

To  the  garden  of  blifs,  thy  feat  prepar'd. 

So  faying,  by  the  hand  he  took  me  rais'd 

And  over  fields  and  waters,  as  in  air 

Smooth  Hiding  without  fhep,  lad  led  me  up 

A  woody  mountain  ;  whofe  high  top  was  plain, 

A  circuit  wide,  inclos'd,  with  goodlier!  trees 

Planted,  with  walks  and  bow'rs,  that  what  I  faw 

Of  earth  before  fcarce  pleafant  feem'd.     Each  tree 

Loaden  with  faired  fruit,  that  hung  to  th'  eye 

Tempting,  ftirrd  in  me  fudden  appetite 

To  pluck  and  eat:  whereat  I  wak'd,  and  found 

Before  mine  eyes  all  real,  as  the  dream 

Had  lively  fhadow'd  :   here  had  new  begun 

My  wand'ring,  had  not  he  who  was  my  guide 

Up  hither,  from  among  the  trees  appear'd, 

Prcfence  divine.     Rejoicing,  but  with  awe. 

In  adoration  at  his  feet  I  fell 

Submifs :  he  rear'd  me,  and  Whom  thou  fought'ft 

I  am, 
Said  mildly,  Author  of  all  this  thou  feeft 

Above 
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Above,  or  round  about  thee,  or  beneath, 
This  paradife  I  give  thee,  count  it  thine. 

SCRIPTURAL     ELECTION    AND 
FREE     AGENCY. 


[MlLTOX.] 


M 


.AN  fhall  not  quite  be  loft,  but  fav'dwho  will. 
Yet  not  of  will  in  him,  but  grace  in  me 
Freely  vouchfaf'd  ;  once  more  I  will  renew 
His  lapfed  pow'rs,  though  forfeit  and  inthrall'd 
By  fin  to  foul  exorbitant  defires  ; 
Upheld  by  me,  yet  once  more  he  fhall  ftand 
On  even  ground  againft  his  mortal  foe, 
By  me  upheld,  that  he  may  know  how  frail 
His  fall'n  condition  is,  and  to  me  owe 
All  his  deli v 'ranee,  and  to  none  but  me. 
Some  I  have  chofcn  of  peculiar  grace 
Elect  above  the  reft ;  fo  is  my  will : 
The  reft  fhall  hear  me  call,  and  oft  be  warn'd 
Their  fmful  ftate,  and  to  appcafe  betimes 
Th'  incenfed  Deity,  while  offer'd  grace 
Invites  ;  for  I  will  clear  their  fenfes  dark, 
What  may  fuffice,  and  foften  ftony  hearts 
To  pray,  repent,  and  bring  obedience  due. 
To  pray'r,  repentance,  and  obedience  due, 
Though  but  endeavour'd  with  nncere  intent, 
Mine  ear  fhall  not  be  flow,  mine  eye  not  fhut. 
And  I  will  place  within  them  as  a  guide 

My 
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My  umpire   CONSCIENCE,  whom  if  they  will  hear, 
Light  after  light  well  us'd  they  fhall  attain, 
And  to  the  end  perfifting,  fafe  arrive. 
This  my  long-fufferance  and  my  day  of  grace, 
They  who  neglect  and  fcorn,  fhall  never  tafte  ; 
But  hard  be  harden 'd,  blind  be  blinded  more, 
That  they  may  {tumble  on,  and  deeper  fall  ; 
And  none  but  fuch  from  mercy  I  exclude. 


ADAM's   PENITENTIAL    REFLECTIONS 
AFTER   HIS  FALL. 

[MILTON.]  ; 

Ij  Miferable  of  happy  !  is  this  the  end 
Of  this  new  glorious  world,  and  me  fo  late 
The  glory  of  that  glory,  who  now  become 
Accurs'd  of  blefled,   hide  me  from  the  face 
Of  God,  whom  to  behold  was  then  my  heighth 
Of  happinefs  !  yet  well,  if  here  would  end 
The  mifery ;  I  deferv'd  it,  and  would  bear 
My  own  defervings  ;  but  this  will  not  ferve  ; 
All  that  I  eat  or  drink,  or  fhall  beget, 
Is  propagated  curfe.     O  voice  once  heard 
Delightfully,  Increafe  and  multiply, 
Now  death  to  hear  !  for  what  can  I  increafe 
Or  multiply,  but  curfes  on  my  head  ? 
"Who  of  all  ages  to  fucceed,  but  feeling 

The 
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The  evil  on  him  brought  by  me,  will  curfe 

My  head  ?  Ill  fare  our  anceftor  impure, 

For  this  we  may  thank  Adam  ;  but  his  thanks 

Shall  be  the  execration  ;  fo  befides 

Mine  own  that  bide  upon  me,  all  from  me    , 

Shall  with  a  fierce  reflux  on  me  redound, 

On  me  as  on  their  natural  center  light 

Heavy,  though  in  their  place.     O  fleeting  joys 

Of  paradife,  dear  bought  with  lafting  woes  ! 

Did  I  requeft  thee,  Maker,  from  my  clay 

To  mould  me  man,  did  I  folicit  thee 

From  darknefs  to  promote  me,  or  here  place 

In  this  delicious  garden  ?  As  my  will 

Concurr'd  not  to  my  being,  it  were  but  right 

And  equal  to  reduce  me  to  my  duft, 

Defirous  to  refign  and  render  back 

All  I  receiv'd,  unable  to  perform 

Thy  terms  too  hard,  by  which  I  was  to  hold 

The  good  I  fought  not.     To  the  lofs  of  that, 

Sufficient  penalty,  why  haft  thou  added 

The  fenfe  of  endlefs  woes  ?  Inexplicable 

Thy  juftice  feems  ;  yet  to  fay  truth,  too  late 

I  thus  conteft ;  then  fhould  have  been  refus'd 

Thofe  terms  whatever,  when  they  were  proposed  : 

Thou  didft  accept  them  •,  wilt  thou  enjoy  the  good 

Then  cavil  the  conditions  ?  And  though  God 

Made  thee  without  thy  leave,  what  if  thy  fon 

Prove  difobedient,  and  reprov'd,  retort, 

Wherefore  didft  thou  beget  me  ?  I  fought  it  not : 

Wouldft  thou  admit  for  his  contempt  of  thee 

That 
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That  proud  excufe  ?  yet  him,  not  thy  eleftion, 
Rut  natural  necefiity  begot. 

God  made  thee  of  choice  his  own,  and  of  his  own 
To  ferve  him  ;  thy  reward  was  of  his  grace, 
Thy  punifhment  then  juflly  is  at  his  will. 
B'  it  fo,  for  I  fubmit ;  his  doom  is  fair, 
That  duft  I  am,  and  fhall  to  duft  return  : 
O  welcome  hour  whenever !   why  delays 
His  hand  to  execute  what  his  decree 
Fix'd  on  this  day?  why  do  I  overlive, 
Why  am  I  mock'd  with  death,  and  lengthen'd  out 
To  cleathlefs  pain  ?  how  gladly  would  I  meet 
Mortality  my  fentence,  and  be  earth 
Infenfible  ?  how  glad  would  lay  me  down 
As  in  my  mother's  lap  ?   there  I  fhould  reft 
And  deep  fecure ;  his  dreadful  voice  no  more 
'Would  thunder  in  my  ears,  no  fear  of  worfe 
To  me  and  to  my  offspring  would  torment  me 
With  cruel  expectation.     Yet  one  doubt 
Purfues  me  ftill,"  left  all  I  cannot  die, 
Left  that  pure  breath  of  life,  the  fpirit  of  man   ' 
WThich  God  infpir'd,   cannot  together  perifh 
With  this  corporeal  clod  ;  then  in  the  grave, 
Or  in  forne  other  difmal  place,  who  knows 
But  I  fhall  die  a  living  death?   O  thought 
Horrid,  if  true  !  yet  why  ?  it  was  but  breath 
Of  life  that  finn'd  ;  what  dies  but  what  had  life 
And  fin  ?  the  body  properly  had  neither. 
All  of  me  then  fhall  die  :    let  this  appeafe 
The  doubt,  fince  human  reach  no  further  knows. 

For 
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For  though  the  Lord  of  all  be  infinite, 

Is  his  wrath  alfo  ?  be  it,  man  is  not  fo, 

But  mortal  doom'd.     How  can  he  exercife 

Wrath  without  end  on  man  whom  death  muft  end  ? 

Can  he  make  deathlefs  death  ?  that  were  to  make 

Strange  contradi&ion,  which  to  God  himfelf 

Impoffible  is  held,  as  argument 

Of  weaknefs,  not  of  pow'r.     Will  he  draw  out, 

For  anger's  fake,  finite  to  infinite 

In  punifh'd  man,  to  fatisfy  his  rigour 

Satisfy'd  never  ?  that  were  to  extend 

His  fentence  beyond  duft  and  nature's  law 

By  which  all  caufes  elfe  according  ftill 

To  the  reception  of  their  matter  aft, 

Not  to  th'  extent  of  their  own  fphere.     But  fay 

That  death  be  not  one  llroke,  as  I  fuppos'd, 

Bereaving  fenfe,  but  endlefs  mifery 

From  this  day  onward,  which  I  feel  begun 

Both  in  me,  and  without  me,  and  fo  laft 

To  perpetuity  :   Ay  me,  that  fear 

Comes  thund'ring  back  with  dreadful  revolution 

On  my  defencelefs  head  ;  both  death  and  I 

Am  found  eternal,  and  incorporate  both. 

Nor  I  on  my  part  fmgle,  in  me  all 

Poflerity  ftands  curs'd  :   fair  patrimony 

That  I  muft  leave  ye,  fons  ;  O  were  I  able 

To  wafte  it  all  myfelf,  and  leave  ye  none  ! 

So  difinherited  how  would  ye  blefs 

Me  now  your  curfe  !  Ah  !  why  fhould  all  mankind 

For  one  man's  fault  thus  guiltlefs  be  condemn'd, 

If 
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If  guiltlefs  ?  But  from  me  what  can  proceed. 

But  all  corrupt,  both  mind  and  will  deprav'd, 

Not  to  do  only,  but  to  will  the  fame 

With  me  ?  how  can  they  then  acquitted  {land 

In  fight  of  God  ?  Him  after  all  difputes 

Forc'd  I  abfolve  ;  all  my  evasions  vain. 

And  reas'nings,  though  through  mazes,  lead  me  fhill 

But  to  my  own  conviftion  :   firft  and  laft 

On  me,  me  only,  as  the  fource  and  fpring 

Of  all  corruption,  all  the  blame  lights  due  ; 

So  might  the  wrath  ! 


ADAM  AND  EVE  EXPELLED  PARADISE. 

[MlLTON.] 

1  HE  hour  precife 

Exafts  our  parting  hence  ;  and  fee  the  guards, 
By  me  encamp'd  on  yonder  hill,  expect 
Their  motion,  at  whofe  front  a  flaming  fword, 
In  fignal  of  remove,  waves  fiercely  round  ; 

We  may  no  longer  ftay- go,  waken  Eve  ; 

Her  alfo  I  with  gentle  dreams  have  calm'd 
Portending  good,  and  all  her  fpirits  compos'd 
To  meek  fubmiflion  :  thou  at  feafon  fit 
Let  her  with  thee  partake  what  thou  haft  heard, 
Chiefly  what  may  concern  her  faith  to  know, 
The  great  deliv'rance  by  her  feed  to  come 

(For 
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(For  by  the  woman's  feed)  on  all  mankind  : 
That  ye  may  live,  which  will  be  many  days, 
Both  in  one  faith  unanimous  though  fad, 
With  caufe  for  evils  paft,  yet  much  more  chear'd 
With  meditation  on  the  happy  end. 

He  ended,  and  they  both  defcend  the  hill ; 
Defcended,  Adam  to  the  bow'r  where  Eve 
Lay  flecping  ran  before,  but  found  her  wak'd  ; 
And  thus  with  words  not  fad  fhe  him  received. 

Whence   thou   return/ft,  and   whither  went'fl,  I 

know  ; 

For  God  is  alfo  in  fleep,  and  dreams  advife, 
Which  he  hath  fent  propitious,  fome  great  good 
Prefaging,  fince  with  forrow  and  heart's  diftrefs 
Wearied  I  fell  afleep  :  but  now  lead  on  ; 
In  me  is  no  delay  :  with  thee  to  go, 
Is  to  flay  here  ;  without  thee  here  to  flay, 
Is  to  go  hence  unwilling  ;  thou  to  me 
Art  all  things  under  heav'n,  all  places  thou, 
Who  for  my  wilful  crime  art  baniih'd  hence. 
This  further  confolation  yet  fecure 
I  carry  hence  ;  though  all  by  me  is  loft, 
Such  favor  I  unworthy  am  vouchfaf'd, 
By  me  the  promised  Seed  fliall  all  reftore. 

So  fpake  our  mother  Eve,  and  Adam  heard 
Well  pleas'd,  but  anfwer'd  not ;  for  now  too  nigh 
Th'  arch-angel  flood,  and  from  the  other  hill 
To  their  fix'd  flation,  all  in  bright  array 
The  cherubim  defcended  ;  on  the  ground 
Gliding  metereous  as  evening  mifl 

C  Ris'n 
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Ris'n  from  a  river  o'er  the  marifh  glides, 

And  gathers  ground  faft  at  the  lab'rers  heel 

Homeward  returning.     High  in  front  advanced 

The  brandifn'd  fword  of  God  before  them  blaz'd 

Fierce  as  a  comet;  which  with  torrid  heat, 

And  vapour  as  the  Lybian  air  aduft, 

Began  to  parch  that  temp'rate  clime  ;  whereat 

In  either  hand  the  haft'ning  angel  caught 

Our  ling'ring  parents,  and  to  th'  eaftern  gate 

Led  them  direft,  and  down  the  cliff  as  faft 

To  the  fuhjefted  plain ;  then  difappear'cl. 

They  looking  back,  all  th*  eaftern  fide  beheld 

Of  paradife,  fo  late  their  happy  feat, 

Wav'd  over  by  that  flaming  brand,  the  gate 

With  dreadful  faces  throng'd,  and  fiery  arms  : 

Some  natural    tears  they    dropt,    but    wip'd    them 

foon  ; 
The  world  was  all  before  them,  where  to  choofe 

Their  place  of  reft,  and  Providence  their  guide  : 
They  hand  in  hand,  with  wand'ring  fteps  and  flow. 
Through  Eden  took  their  folitary  way. 


GOD 
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GOD    OMNISCIENT    AND   OMNI 
PRESENT. 

AN   IMITATION   OF  THE   139  PSALM. 
[DANIEL.] 

THE  theme  of  malice,  and  the  courtier's  fong, 
Th'  unhappy  fubjecl:  of  each  fportive  tongue, 
To  thee,  great  God,  1  make  my  juft  appeal, 
Pronounce  me  guiltlefs,  or  my  faults  reveal; 
No  art  thy  piercing  knowledge  can  controul, 
Thou  know'ft  the  fecret  workings  of  my  foul. 
Ee'r  half  fornrd  fchemes  are  in  my  fancy  wrought, 
When  the  faint  hints  juft  ripening  into  thought. 
E'er  ftruggling  pafiions  in  my  bofom  move, 
And  touch  the  firings  of  hatred,  or  of  love, 
Thy  fearching  eye  unfolds  the  clofe  machine, 
And  naked  views  the  little  world  within. 
When  to  the  field  I  take  my  pcnfive  way, 
And  deeply  mufmg  thro'  the  valley  ftray  ; 
Or  to  the  thickeft  of  the  fhades  repair, 
Thy  quick  difcernment  finds  the  wancl'rer  there  : 
Hid  from  the  world  I  ftand  confefs'd  in  fight 
To  thee,  my  guide  by  day,  my  guard  by  night. 
What  mortal  breaft  can  fuch  a  knowledge  boaft,  "\ 
Bewilder'd,  when  I  think  I  know  thee  moft,        > 
I  blindly  err.  and  am  in  wonder  lofl  ? 

C  2  Would 
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Would  my  fwift  fteps  God's  awful  prefence  Ihun, 
Whither,  ah  !  whither  could  I  chufe  to  run  ? 
Yet  I  may  try — and  urge  my  hafty  way 
To  the  bright  regions  of  eternal  day  : 
Strain  every  nerve  to  climb  the  wond'rous  height, 
And  proudly  rife  triumphant  from  his  fight ; 
Already  I  attain  the  blifsful  feats 
Of  blooming  beauty  and  immortal  fweets, 
I  fkim  the  plains,  and  brufh  with  eafy  wings 
The  painted  meadows,  and  the  cooling  fprings, 
Where  never  human  foot  before  has  trod, 
But  cannot  fly  the  prefence  of  my  God ; 
For  O,  behold  his  fhining  guards  appear,  -\ 

Applauding  worlds  proclaim  their  Maker  near,      > 
This,  this  indeed  is  heav'n,  and  God  is  here.          J 

Away,  be  gone,  precipitate  thy  flight, 
And  downward  dart  thee  to  the  realms  of  night, 
Ye  joylefs  fcenes,  ye  long  extended  glades 
Of  hell's  tremendous  gloom,  ye  mournful  fhades, 
Ye  tortur'd  fiends  who  fwim  the  burning  tide, 
Or  borne  aloft  on  giddy  whirlwinds  ride, 
Amaz'd,  and  trembling  to  your  aid  I  fly, 
Hide  me,  O  hide  me  from  your  conq'ror's  eye ; 
No  footfteps  of  the  God  can  here  remain, 
Nor  blifs  immortal  dwell  with  endlefs  pain  ; 
Vain  thought — for  fee  from  far  a  heav'nly  ray,      -\ 
Gilds  the  brown  horror  with  unwelcome  day,        > 
Whilft  the  pale  fpeclres  wink,  and  flit  away.          ) 
Hell  hears,  and  trembles  to  its  utmoft  bounds, 
He  comes,  th'  Almighty  comes,  all  hell  refounds ; 

With 
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With  terror  arm'd  he  moves  along  the  plains,  \ 
Ke  lifts  the  founding  lafli,  he  fhakes  the  chains,  C 
O'er  hell  he  triumphs,  and  in  vengeance  reigns.  ) 

Thou  glorious  planet,  whofe  propitious  ray 
With  purple  blufhes  paints  the  rifing  day, 
Canft  thou  in  all  thy  airy  journey  find 
A  fafe  retreat  for  my  diforder'd  mind  ? 
Beneath  the  freezing,  or  the  burning  zone, 
To  the  broad  eye  of  Providence  unknown  ? 
Ah  no,  where'er  thy  fmiling  glories  fhine 
All  nature  feels,  and  owns  the  pow'r  divine. 
How  could  I  think  thou  could'ft  the  God  withfland, 
Thyfelf  the  creature  of  his  forming  hand  ? 
In  vain  for  fuccor  to  thy  beams  I  flee, 
Thou  can  ft  not  hide  thyfelf,  nor  fhelter  inc. 
Be  fix'd  my  heart,  thy  resolution  keep, 
And  boldly  try  thj  unfathomable  deep, 
The  mighty  ocean  fhall  around  me  fpread, 
And  in  its  peaceful  bottom  hide  my  head  ? 
Unnumber'd  beauties  meet  my  ravifh'd  eyes 
Where  glitt'ring  groves  of  blufhing  coral  rife  ; 
The  fportive  fifh  their  fhining  fcales  unfold, 
Enchas'd  with  orient  pearl,  or  dropp'd  with  gold. 
For  the  vaft  whale  they  form  a  princely  train, 
Who  fwims  the  monarch  of  the  floating  plain, 
In  gamefome  mood  he  fpouts  whole  leas  before, 
And  drives  the  trembling  billows  to  the  fhorc. 
Ah  mighty  God,  forgive  the  impious  thought, 
By  thee  this  fcene  of  wonders  muft  be  wrought, 

Fcci 
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Fed,  and  fupported  by  thy  daily  care, 

Mute  as  they  are  they  own  thy  godhead  there. 

Heav'n.  earth,  and  feas  in  one  great  truth  accord, 

They  feel  thy  bounty.,  and  conlefs  thee — Lord. 

E'er  the  firft  dawning  of  my  mind  begun, 

Or  life's  warm  ftream  had  in  its  channel  run, 

Deep  in  thy  thought  was  form'd  my  wond'rous  plan, 

By  thee  it  fpread,  and  bloflbm'd  into  man  ; 

Good  heav'n  how  curious  was  my  ftrufture  wrought, 

How  grand  the  model,  how  divine  the  thought  ? 

In  their  dark  cell  thou  didft  my  parts  compare,       >. 

Each  limb  was  fhap'd  with  a  peculiar  air, 

And  then,  ev'n  then  I  grew  the  object  of  thy  care.  ' 

To  what  does  all  this  vaft  profuiion  tend  ? 

Where  will  my  wonder  or  thy  bounty  end  ? 

When  my  fond  heart  would  name  thy  mercies  o'er,  x 

Loft  in  the  mighty  fum,   I  count  no  more, 

Confounded  and  amaz'd  I  tremble  and  adore. 

Ye  fons  of  malice  whom  I  juftly  hate, 

Ye  fhamelefs  flatt'rers  of  a  guilty  ftate, 

Who  in  the  paths  of  wickednefs  have  trod, 

Contemn'd  his  precepts  and  deny'd  their  God, 

O  think  what  ruin  rnufl  attend  the  ftrife, 

And  wifely  ceafe  to  prattife  on  my  life. 

Hear  what  the  voice  of  heav'n  and  earth  imparts, 

And  fix  this  dreadful  leflbn  in  your  hearts, 

Though  from  the  world  your  purpofes  ye  fcreen, 

There's  an  avenging  God  who  looks  within  ; 

Inclin'd 
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Inclin'd  to  pity,  and  to  anger  flow,  ^ 

Yet  rous'd  to  rage,  he  will  the  thunder  throw,      > 
Nor  can  weak  man  avert  th'  impending  blow. 
Look  down,   greai  God,   and  hear  thy  fervants 


pray'r, 


And  make  my  injur'd  innocence  thy  care  : 
Should  Saul's  deftruftion  in  my  fancy  roll, 
Should  the  dire  thought  afFeftmy  wav'ring  foul, 
Take,  mighty  God,  my  ftagg'ring  virtues  part. 
And  kindly  fearch  each  corner  of  my  heart. 
Never,  O  never  give  th'  intruder  reft, 
But  drive  the  lurking  traitor  from  my  bread  ; 
Give  me  the  wiles  of  faithlefs  men  to  flee, 
To  form  my  conduct  by  thy  juft  decree, 
And  place  my  lure,  my  lading  hopes  in  thee. 


THE    ROYAL   PENITENT. 

[DANIEL.] 

VJTREAT   God !  with  confcious  blufhes  lo  I  come 

To  cry  for  pardon,  or  receive  my  doom  : 

But  O,  I  die  when  I  thy  anger  meet, 

Proftrate  I  lay  my  body  at  thy  feet. 

How  can  I  dare  to  fue  for  a  reprieve  ? 

Muft  I  ftill  fm  ?  and  muft  my  God  forgive  ? 

Thy  juftice  will  not  let  thy  mercy  flow, 

Strike  then,  O  (hike,  and  give  the  deadly  blow. 

Do 
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Do  I  ftill  live  ?  and  do  I  live  to  prove 
The  inexhaufted  tokens  of  thy  love  ? 
This  unexampled  goodnefs  wounds  me  more, 
Than  ev'ri  the  wrath  I  merited  before. 

0  I  am  all  a  blot,  the  fouleft  fhame 

Has  flain'd  my  fcepter,  and  diigrac'd  my  name : 
A  name  which  once  I  could  with  honor  boaft, 

But  now .the  father  of  the  people's  loft. 

Though  in  the  fecret  paths  of  fin  I  trod, 
Yet  do  not   quite  forfake  me,  O  rny  God  1 
'Tis  thou  alone  canfl  eafe  me  of  my  pain,  -v 

Thy  healing  hand  can  wafh  out  ev'ry  ftain,  C 

Can  purge  my  mind,  and  make  the  leper  clean,     j 
Though  darkly  thy  myfterious  prophet  fpoke, 
Whilfl  from  his  lips  the  fatal  meffage  broke  ; 
Fix'd  and  am  z'd  I  ftood  confounded  whole, 
Too  foon  his  dreadful  meaning  reach'd  my  foul : 
Thou  art  the  man  has  fix'd  a  deadly  fmart, 
Thou  art  the  man  lies  throbbing  at  my  heart. 

1  am  whate'er  thy  anger  can  exprefs, 
Nor  can  my  forrow  make  my  follies  lefs. 

Rais'dand  exalted  to  the  firft  degree, 
Thy  hcav'nly  will  had  made  the  monarch  free : 
Indulg'd  in  eafe  I  rul'd  without  controul, 
And  to  its  utmoft  wifh  enjoy'd  my  foul ; 
Vain  boaft  of  pow'r  which  vanifh'd  into  air, 
Since  I  forgot  the  Lord  who  fix'd  me  there. 
Was  it  for  this  thou  gav'ft  the  glorious  land. 
And  thy  own  flock  committed  to  my  hand  ? 

Was 
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Was  I  the  fhepherd  to  go  firft  aftray, 
Till  innocence  itfelf  became  my  prey  ? 

Ah  !   no the  fault  was  mine,  I  (land  alone,        . 

Be  thine  the  praife  who  plac'd  me  on  the,  throne,  C 
The  guilt,  the  folly,  and  the  fhame  my  own. 
Ev'n  at  my  birth  the  fatal  (lain  began, 
And  growing  vice  purfird  me  into  man  : 
Too  clofe  I  follow'd  where  inticemcnt  led, 
And  in  the  pleafmg  ruin  plung'd  my  head. 
How  wretched  is  the  man,  how  loft  his  mind, 
Whom  pleafures  foften,  and  whom  paffions  blind? 
I  (hould  have  met  the  foe  with  equal  fires, 
And  bravely  combated  my  own  defircs  ; 

I  fhould but  O  too  foon  I  fell,  for  fin 

Had  brib'd  my  heart,  and  made  a  friend  within. 

To  plead  furprifal  is  a  poor  abufe, 
What  can  I  fay  to  palliate,  or  excufe  ? 
I  broke  through  all,  though  conscience  did  her  part, 
Confcience  the  faithful  guardian  of  the  heart ; 
How  vile  muft  I  appear,  how  loft  a  thing, 
The  worft  of  tyrants,  and  no  more  a  king. 
O,  do  not  thou  my  abjeft  ftate  defpife, 
But  let  my  foul  find  favor  in  thy  eyes  ; 
Though  loathfome  is  my  crime,  and  foul  the  ftain, 
The  humble  fuppliant  never  kneels  in  vain. 

Amazing  terrors  in  my  bofom  roll, 
And  damp  the  rifing  vigor  of  my  foul  ; 
'Tis  guilt,  'tis  confcious  guilt  that  (hakes  my  frame, 
That  chills  my  ardor  and  benights  my  flame  ; 

Ah, 
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Ah,  mighty  God,  vouchfafe  thy  quick'ning  ray,     \ 

Chafe  from  my  mind  thofe  fable  clouds  away,        > 

One  kind  regard  can  give  again  the  day. 

How  few  offenders  by  thy  rigor  fall, 

Thy  pity  intervenes  and  flickers  all ; 

Let  me  that  vaft  extenfive  pity  find, 

And  kindly  blot  my  follies  from  thy  mind  : 

If  e'er  my  artlefs  youth  was  thy  delight, 

If  e'er  my  foul  was  precious  in  thy  light, 

If  it  is  worthy  thy  paternal  care, 

Reflore  me  to  thyfelf,   and  fix  me  there  : 

A  gcn'rous  ardor  to  my  breaft  impart, 

And  let  thy  grace  divine  enlarge  my  heart. 

Then  fhould  a  thoufand  gay  clelufions  rife, 

Should  flatt'ring  vice  fit  fmiling  in  my  eyes, 

Undaunted  I  will  go  my  faith  to  prove, 

And  give  my  God  an  inflance  of  my  love  ; 

The  bright  temptation  fhall  before  me  flee, 

And  my  untainted  foul  fhall  reft  on  thee. 

I  fear  like  Saul  I  have  incurr'd  thy  hate, 
And  as  I  fill  his  throne  fhouid  fhare  his  fate  ; 
Well  I  remember  how  th'  infernal  gueft 
Tumultuous  heav'd,  and  labor  d  in  his  breaft  ; 
A?naz'd  I  law  his  dreadful' eye-balls  roll, 
Whilft  one  continu'd  earthquake  fhook  his  foul  ; 
His  frantic  rage  fubfided  as  I  play'd, 
And  mufic's  fofter  pow'rs  the  fpright  obey'd. 
Tfeat  potent  harp  which  could  the  fiend  command, 
Now  drops  as  ufelefs  from  its  mailer's  hand  ; 

Eternal 
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Eternal  torments  in  my  bofom  rage, 

My  (harper  griefs  no  mufic  can  affwage : 

'Tis  thou  alone  canfl  fuccor  the  diftreft, 

And  drive  the  fullen  fury  from  my  breaft. 

Whene'er  the  horrid  deed  I  backward  trace, 

My  foul  rolls  inward,  and  forgets  her  peace, 

Waking  I  dream,  and  in  the  filent  night 

A  fearful  vifion  (talks  before  my  light ; 

The  pale  Uriah  walks  his  dreadful  round, 

He  (hakes  his  head,  and  points  to  ev'ry  wound. 

O  foul  difgrace  to  arms,  who  now  will  go 

To  right  my  battles,    and  repel  the  foe  ? 

Who  now  to  diftant  climes  for  fame  will  roam, 

To  fall  at  laft  by  treachery  at  home  ? 

Unhurt  the  coward  may  to  ages  (land, 

The  brave  can  only  die  by  my  command : 

0  hold  my  brain  to  wild  diftraftion  wrought, 

1  will  not,  cannot  bear  the  painful  thought ; 
O,  do  not  fly  me  for  thy  mercies  fake, 

Turn  thee,  O  turn,  and  hear  the  wretched  fpeak ; 
Ev'n  felf-condemn'd  thy  kneeling  fervant  fave, 
And  raife  a  drooping  monarch  from  the  grave. 

Speak,  mighty  God,  and  bid  the  fuppliant  live, 
Let  my  charm'd  ears  but  hear  the  word — Forgive  ; 
My  mufe  (hall  fpread  the  joyful  tidings  round, 
And  to  remoteft  worlds  convey  the  found, 
Whilft  other  fmners  (hall  obedient  prove, 
And  taught  by  me  (hall  wonder  at  thy  love  : 
No  more  their  minds  ignobler  fires  (hall  warm, 
But  loofer  pleafures  want  a  pow'r  to  charm  : 

My 
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My  firm  refolve  fhall  their  example  be, 

To  place  their  truft  in  virtue  and  in  thee. 

By  other  hands  let  the  mute  herd  be  {lain, 

And  on  a  thoufand  altars  fmoke  in  vain, 

Thefe  tears  my  better  advocates  fhall  be, 

No  poor  atoning  ram  fhall  die  for  me  ; 

My  penitence  fhall  aft  a  nobler  part, 

I  bring  a  broken  and  a  contrite  heart : 

But  O,  if  ftri&er  juflice  muft  be  done, 

And  my  relentlefs  fate  comes  rolling  on, 

I  {land  the  mark  whatever  is  decreed, 

Be  Ifrael  fafe,  and  let  its  monarch  bleed  : 

On  me,  on  me  thy  utmoft  vengeance  take, 

But  fpare  my  people  for  thy  mercies  lake ; 

O  let  Jerufalem  to  ages  ftand, 

Build  thou  her  walls,  and  fpread  her  wide  command, 

So  fhall  thy  name  for  ever  be  ador'd, 

And  future  worlds  like  me  fhall  blefs  the  Lord. 


FROM 
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THE  SECOND  CHAPTER  OF  THE  WISDOM 
OF  SOLOMON. 

[WARD.] 
flow  is  our  rcafon  to  the  future  blind, 

What  fenfe  fuggefts  how  fondly  we  bdTeve  ' 
And  with  what  fubtilty  ourfeivcs  deccivc  ,' 
Frail  .sour  ftate,  (th>  ungodly  cry)  how"few 

1  he  days  of  hfe,  and  yet  how  tedious  too- 
Death  ,s  our  certain  doom,  in  vain  we  ^ 

To  ftay  the  blow,  and  idly  wifh  to  live - 

«          once  we  to  the  grave  defeend,  in  vain 

Hope  ever  to  return,  and  breathe  again. 
Chance  gave  us  birth,     ' 


our  vital  part 
andmovcsj  and  a 


urve        ^^^ 

To  H   ft80''  f°  n 
To  duft  our  bod;CS; 
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We  vanifh  like  a  cloud,  that  owes  its  birth 
To  exhalations  from  the  glowing  earth, 
Drawn  up,  and  painted  by  the  folar  ray.s, 
A  beauteous  being  it  awhile  difplays 
But  foon  diffolv'd  its  fhoit-liv'cl  glory  mournS, 
And  to  its  parent  earth  in  tears  returns  : 
View   all   the  heav'ns  around,  nor  can  you  find 
The  path  it  pafs'd,  or  mark  its  trace  behind. 

Come,  let  us  then  the  prefent  hour  employ, 
Nor  to  the  faithlefs  future  trull  our  joy  ; 
Let  us  from  care  the  wrinkled  forehead  fmoothc, 
Let  us  in  age  revive  the  fweels  of  youth  , 
Pour  out  rich  wines,  the  coftly  ointments  bring, 
With  all  the  blooming  flow'rs  that  grace  the  fpring; 
Let  the  frefh  vi'let,  and  the  new-born  rofe 
A  fmiling  chaplet  for  our  brows  compofe. 
Entwine  our  temples,  e'er  ye  die,  yeflow'rs! 
Short  is  your  date  of  life,   and  fhort  is  our's. 
Let's  print  each  hour  with  pleafure,  e'er  it  pafs, 
Leave  monuments  of  joy  in  ev'ry  place, 
That  may  our  revcllings,  and  us  furvive, 
Shew  we  once  were,  and  teach  our  fons  to  live. 
Lofe  not  the  little  portion  fata  allows, 
That  is  mans  lot  — ihis  all  the  heav'n  he  knows. 

Thus  they,  who  from  the  ways  of  truth  decline, 
Pervert  their  reafon  to  confirm  tlv-^r  fin; 
The  mifts  of  fenfual  lufl  fo  cloud  their  eye, 
They  can't  the  myfteries  of  God  defcry, 
Or  taftethe  plsafmg  hope,  and  heav'nly  reft, 
The  pious  tranfports  of  the  righteous  breaft ; 

They 
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They  know  not  man  for  noble  views  defign'd, 
Nor  feel  the  worth  of  their  immortal  mind  ; 
On  tranfkory  things  they  fix  their  blifs, 
And  lofe  the  better  life  to  come  for  this. 


A  PARAPHRASE   ON  THE   LATTER  PART   OF 
THE;  SIXTH    CHAPTER   OF    St.  MATTHEW. 

[THOMSON.] 

WHEN  my  breaft  labours  with  opprefiive  care, 

And  o'er  my  cheek  defcends  the  falling  tear; 

While  all  my  warring  paflions  are  at  ftrife, 

Oh,  let  me  liften  to  the  words  of  life  ! 

Raptures  deep-felt  his  doftrine  did  impart, 

And  thus  he  rais'd  from  earth  the  drooping  heart. 
Think  not,  when  all,  your  fcanty  ftores  afford, 

Is  fpread  at  once  upon  the  fparing  board ; 

Think  not,  when  worn  the  homely  robe  appears, 

While  on  the  roof,  the  howling  tempeft  bears  ; 

What  farther  (hall  this  feeble  life  fuftain, 

And  what  (hall  cloathe  thefe  fhiv'ring  limbs  again. 

Say,  does  not  life  its  nouriftiment  exceed? 

And  the  fair  body  its  inverting  weed  ? 

Behold  !  and  look  away  your  low  defpair . 

See  the  light  tenants  of  the  barren- air : 

D2  TO 
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To  them,  nor  {lores,  nor  granaries,  belong, 
Nought,  but  the  \voodland,  and  the  pleafmg  fong; 
Yet,  your  kind  heav'nly  father  bends  his  eye 
On"  the  leaft  wing  that  flits  along  the  fky. 
To  him  they  fing,  when  fpring  renews  the  plain,  ^ 
To  him  they  cry,  in  winter's  pinching  reign  ;        ^ 
Nor  is  their  mufic,  nor  their  plaint  in  vain  : 
He  hears  the  gay,  and  the  diftrefsful  call, 
And  with  unfparing  bounty  fills  them  all. 

Obferve  the  riling  lilly's  fnowy  grace, 
Obferve  the  various  vegetable  race  ; 
They  neither  toil,  nor  fpin,  but  carelefs  grow 
Yet  fee  how  warm  they  blufh !  how  bright  they  glow  I 
What  regal  veftments  can  with  them  compare ! 
What  king  fo  fhining !  or  what  queen  fo  fair ! 

If,  ceafelefs,  thus  the  fowls  of  heaven  he  feeds, 
If  o'er  the  fields  fuch  lucid  robes  he  fp reads  ; 
Will  he  not  care  for  you,  ye  faithlefs,  fay  ? 
Is  he  unwife  ?  or,  are  ye  lefs  than  they  ? 


ODE    ON  BOLUS'S    HARP. 

[THOMSON."] 


race,  inhabitants  of  air, 
Who  hymn  your  God  amid  the  fecret  grove  ; 
Ye  unfeen  beings  to  my  harp  repair, 

And  raife  majeftic  {trains,  or  melt  in  love. 

Thofe 
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Thofe  tender  notes  how  kindly  they  upbraid ; 

With  what  foft  woe  they  thrill  the  lover's  heart  ? 
Sure  from  the  hand  of  fome  unhappy  maid, 

Who  dy'd  of  love,  thefe  fweet  complainings  part. 

But  hark  ?  that  ftrain  was  of  a  graver  tone, 

On  the  deep  firings  his  hand  fome  hermit  throws ; 

Or  he  the  facred  bard  i  ;  who  fat  alone, 

In  the  drear  wafle,  and  wept  his  people's  woes. 

Such  was  the  fong  which  Zion's  children  fung, 
When  by  Euphrates'  ftrcam  they  made  their  plaint : 

And  to  luch  fadly  folemn  notes  are  flrung 
Angelic  harps  to  foothe  a  dying  faint. 

Methinks  I  hear  the  full  ccleftial  choir, 

Thro'  heav'ns  high  dome  their  awful  anthem  raife ; 

Now  chanting  clear,  and  now  they  all  confpire 
To  fwell  the  lofty  hymn,  from  praife  to  praife. 

Let  me,  ye  wand'ring  fpirits  of  the  wind, 

Who,  as  wild  fancy  prompts  you,  touch  the  ftrirnr, 

Smit  with  your  theme,  be  in  your  chorus  join'cl, 
For  till  you  ceafe,  my  mufe  forgets  to  fmg. 

t  Jeremiah. 


I>  3  HASSAN  ; 
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HASSAN;  OR,  THE  CAMEL-DRIVER, 

AN     ORIENTAL     ECLOGUE* 

[COLLINS.] 

SCENE,  THE   DESART. 

TIME,    MID-DAY. 

IN  filent  horror  o'er  the  boundlefs  wafle. 
The  driver  Kaftan  with  his  camels  paft. 
One  crufe  of  water  on  his  back  he  bore, 
And  his  light  fcrip  contain'd  a  fcanty  (lore; 
A  fan  of  painted  feathers  in  his  hand, 
To  guard  his  fhsided  face  from  fcorching  fand. 
The  iultry  fun  had  gain'd  the  middle  fky, 
And  not  a  tree,  and  not  an  herb  was  nigh  ; 
The  beads,  with  pain,  their  dufty  way  purfue, 
Shrill  roar'd  the  winds,  and  dreary   was  the  view  I 
With  defp'rate  forrow  wild,   th'  affrighted  man 
Thrice  figh'd,  thrice  ftruck  his  breaft,  and  thus  began  i 
"  Sad  was  the  hour,  and  lucklefs  was  the  day, 
"  When  firft  from  Schiraz'  walls  I  bent  my  way  T*" 


Ah!  little  thought  I  of  the  blafting  wind, 
The  thirft  or  pinching  hunger  that  I  find  ! 


Bethink 
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Bethink  thee,  Haffan.  where  fhall  third  aflwage. 
When  fails  this  crufe,  his  unrelenting  rage  ? 
Soon  fhall  this  fcrip  its  precious  load  relign ; 
Then  what  but  tears  and  hunger  fhall  be  thine  ? 

Ye  mute  companions  of  my  toils,  that  bear 
In  all  my  griefs  a  more  than  equal  fhare  ! 
Ht.e,  where  no  fprings  in  murmurs  break  away, 
Or  mofs-crown'd  fountains  mitigate  the  day, 
In  vain  ye  hope  the  green  delights  to  know. 
Which  plains  more  bleft,  or  verdant  vales  beftow  : 
Here  rocks  alone,  and  taftelefs  fands  are  found, 
And  faint  and  fickly  winds  for  ever  howl  around. 
"  Sad  was  the  hour,  and  lucklefs  was  the  day, 
"  When  firft  from  Schiraz'  walls  I  bent  niy  way  I' 

Curft  be  the  gold  and  filver  which  perfuade 
Weak  men  to  follow  far-fatiguing  trade  ! 
The  lilly-peace  outfhines  the  filver  {lore, 
And  life  is  dearer  than  the  golden  ore : 
Yet  money  tempts  us  o'er  the  defart  brown, 
To  ev'ry  diftant  mart  and  wealthy  town. 
Full  oft  we  tempt  the  land,   and  oft  the  fea ; 
And  are  we  only  yet  repaid  by  thee  ? 
Ah !   why  was  ruin  fo  attractive  made, 
Or  why  fond  man  fo  eaiily  betray'd  ? 
Why  heed  we  not,  whilft  mad  we  hade  along, 
The  gentle  voice  of  peace  or  pleafure's  fong  ? 
Or  wherefore  think  the  flow'ry  mountain's  fide, 
The  fountain's  murmurs,  and  the  valleys  pride, 

Why 
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Why  think  we  thefe  lefs  pleafmg  to  behold, 
Than  dreary  defarts,  if  they  lead  to  gold  ? 

':  Sad  was  the  hour,  and  lucklefs  was  the  day, 
"  When  firft  from  Schiraz'  walls  I  bent  my  way!" 

O  ceafe  my  fears  !• All  frantic  as  I  go, 

When  thought  creates  unnumber'd  fcenes  of  woe, 

What  if  the  lion  in  his  rage  I  meet ! 

Oft  in  the  duft  I  view  his  printed  feet : 
And  fearful !  oft,  when  day's  declining  light, 
Yields  her  pale  empire  to  the  mourner  night, 
By  hunger  rous'dv  he  fcours  the  groaning  plain, 
Gaunt  wolves  and  fallen  tigers  in  his  train  ; 
Before  them  Death  with  fhrieks  direct  their  way, 
Fills  the  wild  yell,  and  leads  them  to  their  prey, 
<;  Sad  was  the  hour,   and  lucklefs  was  the  day, 
"  When  firft  from  Schiraz'  walls  I  bent  my  way  I" 

At  that  dead  hour  the  filent  afp  (hall  creep, 
If  ought  of  reft  I  find,  upon  my  deep  : 
Or  fome  fwoln  ferpent  twift  his  fcales  around, 
And  wake  to  anguifh  with  a  burning  wound. 
Thrice  happy  they,  the  wife  contented  poor, 
From  luft  of  wealth,  and  dread  of  death  fecure  ! 
They  tempt  no  defarts,  and  no  griefs  they  find ; 
Peace  rules  the  day  where  reafon  rules  the  mind. 
He  faid,  and  calPd  on  heav'n  to  blefs  the  day, 
And  back  to  Schiraz'  walls  he  bent  his  way. 


VIRTUE 
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:S£S^3^>^>^^^^ 

VIRTUE    ALONE    AFFORDS    TRUE 
HAPPINES  S. 

[POPE.] 

W  HAT  nothing  earthly  gives,  or  can  dellroy, 
The  foul's  calm  fun-fhine,  and  the  heart-felt  jay, 
Is  Virtue's  prize !   A  better  would  you  fix  ? 
Then  give  Humility  a  coach  and  fix, 
Juftice  a  conq'ror's  fword,  or  Truth  a  gown, 
Or  Public  Spirit  its  great  cure,  a  crown. 
Weak,  foolifh  man  !   will  heav'n  reward  us  there 
With  the  fame  traih  mad  mortals  wifh  for  here  ? 
The  boy  and  man  an  individual  makes, 
Yet  figh'fl  thou  now  for  apples  and  for  cakes? 
Go,  like  the  Indian,  in  another  life 
Expeft  thy  dog,  thy  bottle,  and  thy  wife  : 
As  well  as  dream  fuch  trifles  are  affign'd, 
As  toys  and  empires,  for  a  god-like  mind. 
Rewards,  that  either  would  to  virtue  bring 
No  joy,  or  be  definitive  of  the  thing  : 
How  oft  by  thefe  at  fixty  are  undone 
The  virtues  of  a  faint  at  twenty-one  ! 
To  whom  can  riches  give  repute,  or  truft, 
Content,  or  plcafure,  but  the  good  or  juft? 

Judges 
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Judges  and  fenates  have  been  bought  with  gold, 

Efteem  and  love  were  never  to  be  fold. 

O  fool  !   to  think  God  hates  the  worthy  mind, 

The  lover  and  the  love  of  human-kind, 

Whofe  life  is  healthful,  and  whofc  conference  clear, 

Becaufe  he  wants  a  thoufand  pounds  a  year. 

Honor  and  fhame  from  no  condition  rife  ; 
A&  well  your  part,  there  all  the  honor  lies. 
Fortune  in  men  has  fome  fmall  difPrence  made 
One  flaunts  in  rags,  one  flutters  in  brocade ; 
The  cobler  apron'd,  and  the  parfon  gown'd, 
The  friar  hooded,  and  the  monarch  crown'd. 
"  What  differ  more  (you  cry)  than  crown  and  cowl !" 
I'll  tell  you,  friend  !   a  wife  man  and.  a  fool. 
You'll  find,    if  once  the  monarch  afts  the  monk, 
Or,  cobler-like,  the  parfon  will  be  drunk, 
Worth  makes  the  man,  and  want  of  it  the  fellow  ; 
The  reft  is  all  but  leather  or  prunella. 

Stuck  o'er  with  titles,  and  hung  round  with  firings, 
That  thou  may'ft  be  by  kings,  or  whores  of  kings, 
Boaft  the  pure  blood  of  an  illuflrious  race, 
In  quiet  flow  from  Lucrece  to  Lucrece  : 
But  by  your  father's  worth,  if  yours  you  rate, 
Count  me  thofe  only  who  were  good  and  great. 
Co  !   if  your  ancient,  but  ignoble  blood 
Has  crept  thro'  fcoundrels,   ever  fince  the  flood, 
Go  !   and  pretend  your  family  is  young  ; 
Nor  own  vour  fathers  have  been  fools  fo  long. 
What  can  enoble  fots,  or  flaves,  or  cowards  ! 
Alas !  not  all  the  blood  of  all  the  Hov/ards. 

Look 
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Look  next  on  greatnefs ;  fay  where  greatncfs  lies  ? 

"  Where,  but  among  the  heroes  and  the  wife." 

Heroes  are  much  the  fame,  the  point's  agreed, 

From  Macedonia's  madman  to  the  Swede ; 

The  whole  ftrange  purpofe  of  their  lives,  to  find^ 

Or  make  an  enemy  of  all  mankind ! 

Not  one  looks  backward,  onward  ftill  he  goes, 

Yet  ne'er  looks  forward  further  than  his  nofe. 

No  lefs  alike  the  politic  and  wife  ; 

All  fly  flow  tilings  with  circumfpe&ive  eyes  ; 

Men  in  their  loofe  unguarded  hours,  they  take, 

Not  that  themfelves  are  wife,    but  others  weak. 

But  grant  that  thofe  can   conquer,  thefe  can  cheat ; 

'Tis  phrafe  abfurd  to  call  a  villain  great : 

Who  wickedly  is  wife,  or  madly  brave, 

Is  but  the  more  a  fool,   the  more  a  knave. 

Who  noble  ends  by  noble  means  obtains. 

Or  failing,  fmiles  in  exile  or  in  chains. 

Like  good  Aurelius  let  him  reign,  or  bleed 

Like  Socrates,    that  man  is  great  indeed. 

What's  fame?  a  fancy'd  life  in  others  breath, 
A  thing  beyond  us,  ev'n  before  our  death. 
Juft  what  you  hear  you  have,  and  what's  unknown 
The  fame  (my  lord)  if  Tally's  or  your  own. 
All  that  we  feel  of  it  begins  and  ends 
In  the  fmall  circle  of  our  foes  or  friends ; 
To  all  befide  as  much  an  empty  fhade 
An  Eugene  living,    as  a  Cacfar  dead ; 
Alike  or  when,  or  where,  they  (hone,   or  fhine, 
Or  on  the  Rubicon,  or  on  the  Rhine. 

A  wit's 
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A  wit's  a  feather,  and  a  chief's  a  rod  ; 
An  honeft  man's  the  nobleft  work  of  God. 
Fame  but  from  d^ath  a  villain's  name  can  favc, 
As  juftice  tears  his  body  from  the  grave  ; 
\Vhen  what  t'  oblivion  better  were  refign'd,. 
Is  hung  on  high  to  poifon  half  mankind. 
All  fame  is  foreign,  but  of  true  defert ; 
Plays  round  the  head,  but  comes  not  to  the  heart : 
One  fell-approving  hour  whole  years  out-weighs 
Of  ftupid  ftarers,  and  of  loud  huzzas  ; 
And  more  true  joy  Marcellus  exil'd  feels, 
Than  Caefar  with  a  fenate  at  his  heels. 

In  parts  fuperior  what  advantage  lies  ? 
Tell  (for  you  can)  what  is  it  to  be  wife  ? 
*Tis  but  to  know  how  little  can  be  known  ; 
To  fee  all  others  faults,  and  feel  our  own. 
Condemn'd  in  bus'nefs  or  in  arts  to  drudge, 
Without  a  fecond,  or  without  a  judge  : 
Truths  would  you  teach,  or  fave  a  finking  land  ? 
All  fear,  none  aid  you,  and  few  underftand. 
Painful  pre-eminence  !   yourfelf  to  view 
Above  life's  weaknefs,  and  its  comforts  too. 

Bring  then  thefe  bleflings  to  a  flrift  account ; 
Make  fair  deductions  ;  fee  to  what  they  mount : 
How  much  of  other  each  is  fure  to  coft  ; 
Hdtv  each  for  other  oft  is  wholly  loft  ; 
How  inconfiflent  greater  goods  with  thefe ; 
Ho%v  fometimes  life  is  rifqu'd,  and  always  eafe  : 
Think,  and  if  ftill  thefe  things  thy  envy  call, 
Say,  would'ft  thou  be  the  man  to  whom  they  fall  ? 

To 
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To  figh  for  ribbands  if  thou  art  fo  filly, 

Mark  how  they  grace  lord  Umbra,  or  fir  Billy. 

Is  yellow  dirt  the  paffion  of  thy  life  ? 

Look  but  on  Gripus,    or  on  Gripus'  wife. 

If  parts  allure  thee,  think  how  Bacon  fhin'd, 

The  wifeft,  brigliteft,  meaneft  of  mankind  ; 

Or  raviih'd  with  the  whittling  of  a  name, 

See  Cromwell,  damn'd  to  everlafting  fame  ! 

If  all,  united,  thy  ambition  call, 

From  ancient  ftory,  learn  to  fcorn  them  all. 

There  in  the  rich,  the  honor'd,  fam'd,  and  great, 

See  the  falfe  fcale  of  happinefs  complete ! 

In  hearts  of  kings,  or  arms  of  queens  who  lay, 

How  happy  thofe  to  ruin,  thefe  betray. 

Mark  by  what  wretched  fteps  their  glory  grows, 

From  dirt  and  fea-weed  as  proud  Venice  rofe  ? 

In  each  how  guilt  and  greatnefs  equal  ran, 

And  all  that  rais'd  the  hero,  funk  the  man  : 

Now  Europe's  laurels  on  their  brows  behold, 

But  ftain'd  with  blood,  or  ill  exchang'd  for  gold : 

Then  fee  them  broke  with  toils,  or  funk  in  eafe, 

Or  infamous  for  plunder'd  provinces. 

O  wealth  ill-fated!   which  no  aa  of  fame 

E'er  taught  to  fhine,   or  fandify'd  from  fhame ! 

What  greater  blifs  attends  their  clofc  of  life  ? 

Some  greedy  minion,  or  imperious  wife, 

The  trophy'd  arches,  ftory'd  halls  invade, 

And  haunt  their  {lumbers  in  the  pompous  fhade. 

Alas  !  not  dazzled  with  their  noon-tide  ray 

Compute  the  morn  and  ev'ning  to  the  day  ; 

E  The 
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The  whole  amount  of  that  enormous  fame, 

A  tale,  that  blends  their  glory  with  their  fhame  ! 

Know  then  this  truth  (enough  for  man  to  know) 
"  Virtue  alone  is  happinefs  below." 
The  only  point  where  human  blils  ftands  ftill, 
And  taftes  the  good  without  the  fall  to  ill ! 
Where  only  merit  conflant  pay  receives, 
Is  bleft  in  what  it  takes,  and  what  it  gives  : 
The  joy  unequall'd,  if  its  end  it  gain,    x 
And  if  it  lofe,  attended  with  no  pain  : 
Without  fatiety,  though  e'er  fo  blefs'd, 
And  but  more  relifh'd  as  the  more  diftrefs'd; 
The  broadeft  mirth  unfeeling  folly  wears, 
Lefs  pleafing  far  than  virtue's  very  tears. 
Good,  from  each  object.,  from  each  place  acquir'd, 
For  ever  exercis'd,  yet  never  tir'd  ; 
Never  elated,  while  one  man's  opprefs'd  ; 
Never  deje&ed,   while  another's  blefs'd  ; 
And  where  no  wants  no  wifhes  can  remain, 
Since  but  to  wifh  more  virtue  is  to  gain. 

See  the  fole  blifs  heav'n  could  on  all  bellow  ! 
Which  who  but  feels  can  tafte,  but  thinks  can  know : 
Yet  poor  with  fortune,  and  with  learning  blind, 
The  bad  muft  mifs,  the  good,  untaught,  will  find  ; 
Slave  to  no  feft,  who  takes  no  private  road, 
But  looks  through  mature  up  to  nature's  God: 
Purfues  that  chain  which  links  th'  immenfe  defign, 
Joins  heav'n  and  eajth,  and  mortal  and  divine ; 
Sees,  that  no  being  any  blifs  can  know, 
But  touches  fome  above  and  fome  below  ; 

Learns, 
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Learns,  from  this  union  of  the  rifmg  whole, 
The  firft,  laft  purpofe  of  the  human  foul ; 
And  knows  where  faith,  law.  morals,  all  began, 
All  end,  in  LOVE  OF  GOD,  and  LOVE  OF  MAX. 


THEUNIVERSAL   PRAYER. 

[POPE.] 
DEO     OPT.    MAX. 

BATHER  of  all!  in  ev'ry  age, 

In  ev'ry  clime  ador'd, 
By  faint,  by  favage,  and  by  fage, 

Jehovah,  Jove,  or  Lord  ! 

Thou  great  Firft  Caufe,  lead  understood  : 

Who  all  my  fenfe  confin'd 
To  know  but  this,  that  thou  art  good, 

And  that  myfelf  am  blind  ; 

Yet  gave  me,    in  this  dark  efr.ate, 

To  fee  the  good  from  ill ; 
And  binding  nature  faft  in  fate, 

Left  free  the  human  will. 

,  What  confcience  dictates  to  be  done, 

Or  warns  me  not  to  do, 
This,  teach  me  more  than  hell  to  fhun, 
That,  more,  than  heav'n  purfue^ 

E  2  What 


52  THE    BEAUTIES   OF 

What  blefiings  thy  free  bounty  gives,. 

Let  me  not  caft  away  ; 
For  God  is  paid  when  man  receives, 

T'  enjoy  is  to  obey. 

Yet  not  to  earth's  contracted  fpan 
Thy  goodnefs  let  me  bound, 

Or  think  thee  Lord  alone  of  man, 

When  thoufand  worlds  are  round; 

Let  not  this  weak  unknowing  hand 
"Prefume  thy  bolts  to  throw, 

And  deal  damnation  round  the  land, 
On  each  I  judge  thy  foe. 

If  I  am  right,  thy  grace  impart, 
Still  in  the  right  to  flay  : 

If  I  am  wrong,  O  teach  my  heart 
To  find  that  better  way. 

Save  me  alike  from  foolifh  pride, 

Or  impious  difcontent, 
At  aught  thy  wifdom  has  deny'd, 

Or  aught  thy  goodnefs  lent. 

Teach  me  to  feel  another's  woe, 
To  hide  the  faults  I  fee  ; 

That  mercy  I  to  others  fhew, 
That  mercy  fhew  to  me,. 


Mean 
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Mean  tho'  I  am,  not  wholly  fo, 

Since  quicken'd  by  thy  breath  ; 

O  lead  me  wherefoe'er  I  go, 

Thro'  this  day's  life  or  death „ 

This  day,  be  bread  and  peace  my  lot : 

All  elfe  beneath  the  fun, 
Thou  know 'ft  if  beft  beftow'd,  or  not, 

And  let  thy  will  be  done. 

To  thee,  whofe  temple  is  all  fpacc, 
Whofe  altar,  earth,  fea,  fkics  ! 

One  chorus  let  all  being  raife ! 
All  nature's  incenfe  rife  ! 

55S5£5*S5^S3£5^^ 

THE      INFINITE. 

[WATTS.] 
1 

OOME  feraph,  lend  your  heav'nly  tongue, 

Or  harp  of  golden  ftring,    - 
That  I  may  raife  a  lofty  fong 

To  our  Eternal  King. 

Thy  names,  how  infinite  they  be ! 

Great  Everlafting  One  ! 
Boundlefs  thy  might  and  majefty, 

And  unconfin'd  thy  throne. 

E  3  Thy 
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Thy  glories  fhine  of  wond'rous  iize, 
And  wond'rous  large  thy  grace  ; 

Immortal  day  breaks  from  thine  eyes, 
And  Gabriel  veils  his  face. 

Thine  effence  is  a  vaft  abyfs, 

Which  angels  cannot  found, 

An  ocean  of  infinities 

Where  all  our  thoughts  are  drown'd, 

The  myft'ries  of  creation  lie 

Beneath  enlighten'd  minds, 

Thoughts  can  afcend  above  the  fky, 
And  fly  before  the  winds. 

Reafon  may  grafp  the  mafly  hills, 
And  ftretch  from  pole  to  pole, 

But  half  thy  name  our  fpirit  fills, 
And  overloads  our  foul. 

In  vain  our  haughty  reafon  fwells, 

For  nothing's  found  in  thee 
But  boundlefs  inconceivables, 
vaft  eternity. 


E 
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THE  DAY  OF  JUDGMENT. 


AN      ODE. 

[WATTS.] 

VV  HEN  the  fierce  north-wind  with  his  airy  forces 
Rears  up  the  Baltic  to  a  foaming  fury  ; 
And  the  red  lightning  with  a  ftorm  of  hail  comes 
Ruining  amain  down, 

How  the  poor  Tailors  fland  amaz'd  and  tremble! 
While  the  hoarfe  thunder  like  a  bloody  trumpet 
Roars  a  Idbd  onfet  to  the  gaping  waters 

Quick  to  devour  them. 

Such  fhall  the  noife  be,  and  the  wild  diforder, 
(If  things  eternal  may  be  like  thefe  earthly) 
Such  the  dire  terror  when  the  great  archangel 

Shakes  the  creation  ; 

Tears  the  ftrong  pillars  of  the  vault  of  heaven, 
Breaks  up  old  marble,  the  repofe  of  princes  ; 
See  the  graves  open,  and  the  bones  arifing, 

Flames. all  around  'em,, 

Hark,. 
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Hark  the  fhill  outcries  of  the  guilty  wretches ; 
Lively  bright  horror  and  amazing  anguifh 
Stare  thro'  their  eye-lids,  while  the  living  worm  lies 
Gnawing  within  them. 

Thoughts  like  old  vultures  prey   upon    their  heart- 
firings, 

Arid  the  fmart  twinges,  when  their  eye  beholds  the 
Lofty  judge  frowning,  and  a  flood  of  vengeance 

Rolling  afore  him. 

Hopelefs  immortals  !    how  they  fcream  and  fhiver, 
While  devils  pufh  them  to  the  pit  wide  yawning 
Hideous  and  gloomy,  to  receive  them  headlong 
Down  to  the  center. 

Stop  here  my  fancy  :   (all  away  ye  horrid 
Doleful  ideas)  come  arife  to  Jeius, 
How  he  fits   God-like  !  and  the  faints  around  him 

Thron'd,  yet  adoring  ! 

O  may  I  fit  there  when  he  comes  triumphant 
Dooming  the  nations  :  then  afcend  to  glory, 
While  our  Hofanna's  all  along  the  paffage 

Shout  the  Redeemer. 


LAUNCH- 
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LAUNCHING     INTO     ETERNITY. 

[WATTS.] 

JLT  was  a  brave  attempt !   advent'rous  lie, 
Who  in  the  firft  fhip  broke  the  unknown  fea ; 
And  leaving  his  dear  native  ihores  behind, 
Trufled  his  life  to  the  licentious  wind. 
I  fee  the  furging  brine :   the  temped  raves,  ~\ 

He  on  a  pine-plank  rides  acrofs  the  waves, 
Exulting  on  the  edge  of  thoufand  gaping  graves :   ) 
He  fleers  the  winged  boat,  and  ihifts  the  fails, 
Conquers  the  flood,  and  manages  the  gales. 

Such  is  the  foul  that  leaves  this  mortal  land 
Fearlefs,  when  the  great  Mafter  gives  command. 
Death  is  the  ftorm  :   fhe  frniles  to  hear  it  roar, 
And  bids  the  tempeft  waft  her  from  the  fhore  : 
Then  with  a  fkilful  helm  fhe  i'weeps  the  feas, 
And  manages  the  raging  ftorm  with  cafe  ; 
(Her faith  can  govern  death}  fhe  fprcads  her  wings  ^ 
Wide  to  the  wind,  and  as  fhe  fails  fhe  lings, 
And  lofes  by  degrees  the  fight  of  mortal  things.       ' 
As  the  fhores  leffen  fo  her  joys  arife, 
The  waves  roll  gentler,  and  the  tempeft  dies  : 
Now  vaft  eternity  fills  all  her  fight.  ^ 

She  floats  on  the  broad  deep  with  infinite  delight,  > 
The  feas  for  ever  calm,  the  fkies  for  eve,r  bright.  ' 

MED  I- 
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MEDITATION     IN     A     GROVE. 

[WATTS.] 

OWeet  mufe,  defcend  and  blefs  the  fhade, 

And  blefs  the  ev'ning  grove  ; 
Bus'nefs  and  noife  and  day  are  fled, 

And  ev'ry  care  but  love. 

But  hence,  ye  wanton  young  and  fair, 

Mine  is  a  purer  flame  ; 
No  Philiis  fhall  infect  the  air 

With  her  unhallow'd  name. 

Jefus  has  all  my  pow'rs  poifeft, 

My  hopes,  my  fears,   my  joys  : 

He,  the  dear  fov'reign  of  my  breaft, 
Shall  fhill  command  my  voice. 

Some  of  the  faired  choirs  above 

Shall  flock  around  my  fong 
With  joy,  to  hear  the  name  they  love 

Sound  from  a  mortal  tongue. 

His  charms  fhall  make  my  numbers  flow, 

And  hold  the  falling  floods, 
While  filence  fits  on  ev'ry  bough, 

And  bends  the  lift'ning  woods. 

I'll 


THEPOETS.  59 

I'll  carve  our  paflion  on  the  bark, 

And  ev'ry  wounded  tree 
Shall  drop  and  bear  fome  myftic  mark 

That  Jefus  dy'd  for  me. 

The  fwains  fhall  wonder  when  they  read 

Infcrib'd  on  all  the  grove, 
That  Heav'n  itfelf  came  down,  and  bled 

To  win  a  mortal's  love. 


THE    HERO'S    SCHOOL    OF    MORALITY. 

[WATTS.] 

JL  HERON  amongft  his  travels  found 
A  broken  flatue  on  the  ground  ; 
And  fearching  onward  as  he  went 
He  trac'd  a  ruin'd  monument. 
Mould,  mofs,    and  fhades  had  overgrown 
The  fculpture  of  the  crumbling  ftone, 
Yet  e'er  he  paft  with  much  ado 
He  guefs'd  and  fpell'd  out,  Sci-pi-o. 

'•  Enough,  he  cry'd  ;  I'll  drudge  no  more, 
"  In  turning  the  dull  Stoics  o'er  : 
"  Let  pedants  wafte  their  hours  of  eafe 
"  To  fweat  all  night  at  Socrates  ; 

"  And 
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"  And  feed  their  boys  with  notes  and  rules, 

4:  Thofe  tedious  Recipe's  of  fchools 

44  To  cure  ambition  :  I  can  learn 

44  With  greater  eafe  the  great  concern 

44  Of  mortals;  how  we  may  defpife 

44  All  the  gay  things  below  the  flues. 

44  Methinks  a  mould'ring  pyramid 
"  Say^  all  that  the  old  fages  faid  ; 
"  For  me,   thefe  fhatter'd  tombs  contain 
44   More  morals  than  the  Vatican. 
"  The  duft  of  heroes  caft  abroad, 
44   And  kick'd  and  trampled  in  the  road, 
44  The  relics  of  a  lofty  mind 
"  That  lately  wars  and  crowns  defign'd, 
"  Toft  for  a  jeft  from  wind  to  wind, 
"  Bid  me  be  humble,  and  forbear 
44  Tall  monuments  of  fame  to  rear, 
"  They  are  but  caftles  in  the  air. 
44  The  taw'ring  height  and  frightful  falls, 
44  The  ruin'd  heaps  and  funerals 
44  Of  fmoaking  kingdoms  and  their  kings, 
44  Tell  me  a  thoufand  mournful  things 
44  In  melancholy  filence. 


-He 


"  That  living  could  not  bear  to  fee 

44  An  equal,  now  lies  torn  and  dead, 

"  Here  his  pale  trunk,  and  there  his  head  ; 

44  Great 
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"  Great  Pompey  !  while  I  meditate 

"  With  folemn  horror  thy  fad  fate, 

"  Thy  carcafs  fcatter'd  on  the  fhore  A 

"  Without  a  name  inftru&s  me  more  ^ 

"  Than  my  whole  library  before. 

"  Lie  ftill  my  Plutarch  then,  and  deep, 

"  And  my  good  Seneca  may  keep 

"  Your  volumes  clos'd  for  ever  too, 

"  I  have  no  further  life  for  you  : 

IC  For  when  I  feel  my  virtue  fail, 

"  And  my  ambitious  thoughts  prevail, 

"  I'll  take  a  turn  among  the  tombs, 

"  And  fee  whereto  all  glory  comes  : 

"  There  the  vile  foot  of  ev'ry  (lave 

"  Infults  a  Charles  or  a  Guftave  ; 

"  Beggars  with  awful  afhes  fport, 

"  And  tread  the  Casfars  in  the  dirt." 


TRUE      RICHES. 

[WATTS.] 

JL  Am  not  concern'd  to  know 
What  to-morrow  fate  wijl  do  : 
'Tis  enough  that  I  can  fay 
I've  pofiefl  myfelf  to-day : 

F  Then 
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Then  if  haply  midnight-death 
Seize  my  flefh  and  flop  my  breath, 
Yet  to-morrow  I  fhall  be 
Heir  to  the  bell  part  of  me. 

Glitt'ring  (tones  and  golden  things, 
Wealth  and  honors  that  have  wings, 
Ever  flutt'ring  to  be  gone 
I  could  never  call  my  own : 
Riches  that  the  world  beftows 
She  can  take  and  I  can  lofe ; 
But  the  treafures  that  are  mine 
Lie  afar  beyond  her  line. 
When  I  view  my  fpacious  foul, 
And  furvey  myfelf  aw  hole, 
And  enjoy  myfelf  alone, 
I'm  a  kingdom  of  my  own. 

I've  a  mighty  part  within 
That  the  world  hath  never  feen, 
Rich  as  Eden's  happy  ground, 
And  with  choicer  plenty  crown'd. 
Here  on  all  the  fhining  boughs 
Knowledge  fair  and  ufeful  grows ; 
On  the  fame  young  flow'ry  tree 
All  the  feafons  you  may  fee  ; 
Notions  in  the  bloom  of  light, 
Juft  difclofmg  to  the  fight ; 
Here  are  thoughts  of  larger  growth, 
Rip'ning  into  folid  truth : 


Fruits 
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Fruits  refin'd  of  noble  tafte  ; 
Seraphs  feed  on  fuch  repaft. 
Here  in  a  green  and  fhady  grove 
Streams  of  pleafure  mix  with  love  : 
There  beneath  the  fmiling  ikies 
Hills  of  contemplation  rife  ; 
Now  upon  fome  fhining  top 
Angels  light,  and  call  me  up  ; 
I  rejoice  to  raife  my  feet, 
Both  rejoice  when  there  we  meet. 

There  are  endlefs  beauties  more 
Earth  hath  no  refemblance  for  ; 
Nothing  like  them  round  the  pole, 
Nothing  can  defcribe  the  foul : 
'Tis  a  region  half  unknown, 
That  has  treafures  of  its  own, 
More  remote  from  public  view 
Than  the  bowels  of  Peru  ; 
Broader  '  tis  and  brighter  far 
Than  the  golden  Indies  are  ; 
Ships  that  trace  the  watry  flagc 
Cannot  coaft  it  in  an  age; 
Harts  or  horfes,   ftrong  and  fleet, 
Had  they  wings  to  help  their  feet, 
Could  not  run  it  half  way  o'er 
In  ten  thoufand  days  and  more. 

Yet  the  filly  wand'ring  mind 
Loth  to  be  too  much  confined, 

F  2  Rove* 
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Roves  and  takes  her  daily  tours, 
Coafting  round  the  narrow  fhores, 
Narrow  fhores  of  flefh  and  fenfe, 
Picking  fhells  and  pebbles  thence  : 
Or  fhe  fits  at  Fancy's  door, 
Calling  fhapes  and  fhadows  to  her, 
Foreign  vifits  ftill  receiving, 
And  t'  herfelf  a  ftranger  living. 
Never,  never  would  fhe  buy 
Indian  dull  or  Tyrian  dye, 
Never  trade  abroad  for  more 
If  fhe  faw  her  native  ftore, 
If  her  inward  worth  were  known 
She  might  ever  live  alone. 


CHARITY. 

A    PARAPHRASE     ON    THE    THIRTEENTH     CHAPTER 

OF  THE.  FIRST  EPISTLE  TO  THE  CORINTHIANS. 
[PRIOR.] 

J3  I  D  fweeter  founds  adorn  my  flowing  tongue, 
Than  ever  man  pronounc'd,  or  angel  fung  : 
Had  I  all  knowledge,  human  and  divine, 
That  thought  can  reach,  or  fcience  can  define ; 
And  had  I  pow'r  to  give  that  knowledge  birth, 
In  all  the  Ipeeches  of  the  babbling  earth  : 

Did 
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Did  Shadrach's  zeal  my  glowing  breaft  infpire, 
To  weary  tortures,  and  rejoice  in  fire ; 
Or  had  I  faith  like  that  which  Ifrael  faw, 
When  Mofes  gave  them  miracles,  and  law  : 
Yet,  gracious  Charity,  indulgent  gueft, 
Were  not  thy  pow'r  exerted  in  my  bread  ; 
Thofe  fpeeches  would  fend  up  unheeded  pray'r : 
That  fcorn  of  life  would  be  but  wild  defpair  : 
A  tymbal's  found  were  better  than  my  voice  : 
My  faith  were  form :  my  eloquence  were  noife. 

Chanty,  decent,  modeft,  eafy,  kind, 
Softens  the  high,  and  rears  the  abject  mind  ; 
Knows  with  juft  reins,  and  gentle  hand  to  guide 
Betwixt  vile  fhame,  and  arbitrary  pride. 
Not  foon  provok'd,  fhe  eafily  forgives, 
And  much  fhe  fufFers.  as  fhe  much  believes. 
Soft  peace  fhe  brings  where-ever  fhe  arrives : 
She  builds  our  quiet,  as  fhe  forms  our  lives : 
Lays  the  rough  paths  of  peevifh  nature  even  : 
And  opens  in  each  heart  a  little  heav'n. 

Each  other  gift,  which  God  on  man  beflows, 
Its  proper  bounds,  and  due  reftri&ion  knows  ; 
To  one  fixt  purpofe  dedicates  its  pow'r ; 
And  finifhing  its  aft,  exifls  no  more. 
Thus  in  obedience  to  what  heav'n  decrees, 
Knowledge  fhall  fail,  and  prophecy  fhall  ceafe  : 
But  lafting  Charity's  more  ample  fway, 
Nor  bound  by  time,  nor  fubjecl  to  decay, 
In  happy  triumph  fhall  for  ever  live, 
And  endlefs  good  diffufe,  and  endlefs  praife  receive. 
F3  As 
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As  through  the  artift's  intervening  glafs, 
Our  eye  obferves  the  diftant  planets  pafs  ; 
A  little  we  difcover ;  but  allow. 
That  more  remains  unfeen,  than  art  can  fhew  : 
So  whilft  our  mind  its  knowledge  wou'd  improve 
( Its  feeble  eye  intent  on  things  above) 
High  as  we  may,  we  lift  our  reafon  up, 
By  Faith  direfted,  and  connrm'd  by  Hope  : 
Yet  are  we  able  only  to  furvey 
Dawnings  of  beams,  and  promifes  of  day. 
Heav'n's  fuller  efiluence  mocks  our  dazzled  fight ; 
Too  great  its  fwiftnefs,  and  too  ftrong  its  light. 

But  foon  the  mediate  clouds  fhall  be  difpel'd  : 
The  fun  fhall  foon  be  face  to  face  beheld, 
In  all  his  robes,  with  all  his  glory  on, 
Seated  fublime  on  his  meridian  throne. 

Then  conftant  Faith,  and  holy  Hope  fhall  die, 
One  loft  in  certainty,  and  one  in  joy  : 
Whilft  thou,  more  happy  pow'r,  fair  Chanty, 
Triumphant  fifter,  greateft  of  the  three, 
Thy  office,   and  thy  nature  ftill  the  fame, 
Lafting  thy  lamp,  and  unconfum'd  thy  flame, 

Shalt  ftill  furvive 

Shalt  ftand  before  the  hoftof  heav'n  confeft, 
For  ever  bleiling  and  for  ever  bleftx 
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THE    FRAILTY  AND  FOLLY    OF    MAN. 
[PRIOR.] 

VXRE AT  heav'n  !  how  frail  thy  creature  man  is 

made ! 

How  by  himfelf  infenfibly  betray'd ! 
In  our  own  ftrength  unhappily  fecure, 
Too  little  cautious  of  the  adverfe  pow'r ; 
And  by  the  blaft  of  felf-opinion  mov'd, 
We  wifh  to  charm,  and  feek  to  be  belov'd. 
On  pleafure's  flowing  brink  we  idly  ftray, 
Matters  as  yet  of  our  returning  way  : 
Seeing  no  danger,    we  difarm  our  mind  ; 
And  give  our  conduft  to  the  waves  and  wind : 
Then  in  the  flow'ry  mead,    or  verdant  fhade 
To  wanton  dalliance  negligently  laid, 
We  weave  the  chaplet,  and  we  crown  the  bowl ; 
And  fmiling  fee  the  nearer  waters  roll ; 
Till  the  flrong  gufts  of  raging  paflion  rife  ; 
Till  the  dire  temped  mingles  earth  and  fkies  ; 
And  fwift  into  the  boundlefs  ocean  borne, 
Our  foolifh  confidence  too  late  we  mourn : 
Round  our  devoted  heads  the  billows  beat ; 
And  from  our  troubled  view  the  leflen'd  lands  retreat. 

CHRIST 
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CHRIST     ABOVE     ALL     PRAISE. 
[PERRONET.] 

Thy  throne^  0  God}  is  for  ever  and  ever. 

HEB.  i.  8, 

i  HO'  heav'n's  bright  hofls  with  earth  in  con 

cert  join, 

Their  voice  ethereal,  and  their  notes  divine: 
Tho'  myriad-worlds  their  whole  oblations  bring, 
And  nature  ftrikes  the  univerfal  firing  : 
Tho'  yet  unform'd,  unnumber'd  orbs  fhould  roll, 
And  pour  at  once  the  thunder  of  their  foul  ; 
Spread  all  the  pow'rs  of  harmony  abroad,  *\ 

And  concrete  rife,  to  fwell  the  grand  applaud,  > 
Strength  to  their  King,  and  glory  to  their  God  !  ) 
Yet  would  this  high,  this  full  accented  choir,  -\ 
Tho'  flufh'd  with  all  that  being  could  infpire,  > 
Of  tranfport's  joy,  or  love's  harmonic  fire,  J 

In  vain  affay,  the  Infinite  to  raife, 
Exalt  his  greatnefs,  or  fupport  his  praife  ! 
Their  utmoft  fkill  would  difproportion'd  prove, 
And  fhame  their  efforts,  while  it  fhew'd  their  love  ! 
Each  foil'd  attempt,  diminifh  or  debafe 
The  glorious  theme,  and  feal  its  own  difgrace, 

His 
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His  dazzling  heights  their  foaring  fhrains  elude, 

And  kind  reproach  their  vent'rous  gratitude. 

Their  loud  acclaim,  tho'  fliook  th'  Olympian  fky, 

In  air  difiblve,    and  hallelujahs  die. 

No  thund'ring  echoes  would  the  vaults  rcfound  ; 

Nor  echoing  murmurs  anfwers  to  the  found. 

Still  as  the  night  the  loud  acclaim  would  ceafe, 

And  confcious  blufh  fuffufe  creation's  face. 

Loft  from  the  moment  that  they  nrft  afcend, 

Would  mifs  their  objea,   tho'  attain'd  its  end. 

In  love  receiv'd,  who  view'd  their  bold  defign, 

The  praife  might  take,  yet  juft  preferve  the  line. 

Officious  worlds  their  facred  diftance  keep, 

And  vocal  joy  in  awful  filence  fleep  ; 

Sunk  at  his  feet,  with  trembling  homage  own 

Their  zeal — prefumption,  and  their  art  outdone. 

The  theme  too  mighty  for  creation's  tongue, 

The  feraph's  ardor,  or  the  cherub's  fong. 

As  none  but  he,  whofe  wifdom  knows  his  pow'r, 

Can  comprehend,  or  can  himfelf  adore  : 

Define  the  nature,  or  prefcribe  the  mode 

Of  fervice  due,  or  worfhip  meet  for  God. 

Defective  all  the  creature's  utmoft  ftretch. 

How  wide  their  compafs,  or  how  high  their  reach. 

All  fhort  of  him,  who  fhuns  created  fight, 

And  dwells  in  darknefs  from  excefs  of  light. 

Known  to  himfelf — his  own  eternal  theme  ; 

Nor  adds  creation,  nor  detrafts  from  him. 

To  him  alone  exiftence  owes  her  form, 

From  tow'ring  cherubs  to  the  trodden  worm. 

'Twlxi 
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'Twixt  thefe  compriz'd  creation's  gradual  plan*, 
And  form'd  between  his  fav'rite  likenefs  man  t. 
Plac'd  at  the  head  of  this  terreftrial  frame, 
He  treads  on  duft,  yet  glows  feraphic  flame : 
In  whofe  compound  th'  amazing  contrafts  meet, 
Heav'n  in  his  eye,    and  nature  at  his  feet. 
Monarch  on  earth,  fee  earth  her  tribute  bring, 
His  God's  vicegerent,  and  the  creature's  king  : 
On  whom  conferr'd  the  high  deputed  fway, 
Creation  waits  to  homage,  or  obey. 

While  he,  wfito  made,  alike  remov'd  from  all, 
Without  compare",  his  own  original ! 
Above  all  eflence,  'as  beyond  all  name  ;  *\ 

In  all  things  various,  yet  in  all  the  fame  ;  > 

And  whom  to  liken  is  but  to  blafpheme  !  ) 

Admits  no  change,  nor  bears  gradation's  forms, 
Nor  more  like  angels  than  he  is  like  worms. 
But  as  he  made,  can  with  his  word  deftroy 
The  fparkling  cherub,  or  the  fpangling  fly. 
With  equal  eafe  invert  created  modes  ; 
Make  angels  reptiles,  or  thofe  reptiles  gods. 

•    .       Sab 

*  The  difference  of  fituation,  abilities^  and  other  preroga 
tives,  may  be  compared  to  a  gradual  rife,  or  fall  :  but  the  ef- 
fence  of  beings  capable,  and  incapable,  of  knowing  God,  is 
different  beyond  all  degrees, -and  admits  of  no  comparifon. 

-f  With  regard  to  man  in  his  prefent  ftate  of  probation,  his 
fituation  is  low,  but  in  the  eflence  of  his  nature,  and  the  king 
dom  prepared  for  him,  the  fcriptures  give  him  the  preference 
to  all  that  is  created. 
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Sole  what  he  is,  and  all  he  will  or  can  ; 
And  all  he  was,  e'er  yet  of  old  began, 
Or  ftars  to  fhine,  or  feafons  to  return  ; 
E're  fang  creation,  or  its  fons  were  born. 
Lord  over  all !  Himfelf  his  firft  regard  ; 
And  whom  to  worfhip  is  its  own  reward. 
The  creatures  honour,  and  their  high  employ, 
His  will  their  being,  and  his  fmile  their  joy. 
'Tis  favor  all,  that  deigns  an  ear  to  lend  ; 
While  angels  proftrate,  or  archangels  bend. 
His  heighth  fupreme,  himfelf  alone  can  tell  ; 
And  equal  hard,  to  rival  as  excel. 
Broad  flames  of  light  arobe  his  radiant  feat, 
Heav'n  is  his  throne,  while  earth  receives  his  feet  : 
To  whom  all  creatures  are  as  nothing  feen: 
The  mountains  atoms,  and  thofe  atoms  men. 
Vain  then  the  hope,  and  vain  th'  attempt  to  raife 
An  equal  tribute  to  unequal'd  praife  ! 

Suffice  for  man — fuffice  for  angels  this, 
Who  ferves  with  trembling  cannot  ferve  amifs. 
With  lowly  mind,  felf-emptied  all  and  poor, 
May  afk  in  hope,  and  hoping  afk  for  more. 
With  humble  faith  direft  his  ardent  prayer, 
Prefent  his  wifhes,  or  his  thanks  prefer. 
An  off'ring  pure  and  more  accepted  bring, 
Than  harp  scan  found ,  or  fweeps  the  chorded  firing. 
Their  fighs  harmonious,  and  their  holy  tears, 

Joy  of  his  fight,  and  mufic  in  his  ears, 

Who 
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Who  faves  the  contrite,  and  re-fheaths  his  fword,  % 

At  once  to  favor,  as  to  life  reftor'd, 

Who  fear  his  name  or  tremble  at  his  word. 

More  free  to  offer  and  more  rich  to  give,  -\ 

Than  man  to  afk,  or  afking,  to  believe. 

His  pride  confefs,  or  unbelief  conceive.  ) 

Touch'd  by  his  word,  they  catch  the  living  flame, 

Hang  on  his  crofs,  and  fhelter  in  his  name. 

With  faith  approv'd,  their  whole  burnt-off 'rings  lift, 

While  flames  the  altar,  and  confumes  the  gift. 

From  heav'n's  bright  lamp  the  hallow'd  fire  comes 

down, 

Seizes  on  all,  and  wraps  it  to  the  throne  : 
Where  fits  on  high  the  Lord  of  Ifrael's  hope, 
Who  bare  their  fins,  now  bears  their  offerings  up  ; 
Well  pleas'd  he  fmiles  on  what  himfelf  infpir'd, 
As  found  the  fervice  that  his  love  requir'd. 

Hail,  fov'reign  Goodnefs  !  infinite  and  free  : 
Thine  eye  the  light,  thy  fpan  immenfity  ! 
Thyfelf  thy  center,  and  creation's  foul ! 
Whofe  vaft  circumf  'rence  circumfcribes  the  whole ; 
Extends  o'er  all  its  penetrating  fway, 
And  kindles  darknefs,  or  puts  out  the  day. 
From  whom  conceal'd  no  fecret  thoughts  can  rife, 
Efcape  thy  notice,  or  deceive  thine  eyes. 
Known  ere  its  birth,  known  ere  in  embryo  warm'd, 
By  words  depiftur'd,  or  in  action  form'd  : 
Trac'd  from  its  point  thy  Spirit  marks  its  courfe, 
Directs  its  motion  or  repels  its  force. 

To 
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To  gain  fome  end,  or  fruftrate  fome  defign., 
Alike  thy  juftice,  and  thy  love  combine. 
Searcher  of  hearts  !   to  thee  are  equal  known 
The  minds  of  millions,  as  the  mind  of  one, 
Who  would  not  fear,  who  would  not  kifs  thy  hand? 
Fall  at  thy  word  or  rife  at  its  command  ? 

Hail,  fov'ran  Lord  !  by  all  thy  works  confeft! 
By  angels  worfhipp'd,  and  by  faints  addrefs'd  ! 
flail  fov'ran  love!   myileiijus  wifdom,  hail  ! 
In  whom  the  Father,  and  his  fulnefs  dwell ! 
In  whom  the  Godhead,  and  the  man  unite, 
Stamp  of  his  form,  and  glory  of  his  light ! 
Come,  and  thy  two-fold  character  maintain, 
Jehovah's  equal,  and  the  child  of  man  ! 
In  whom  complete,  in  thee  completed  fhine, 
The  God  incarnate  and  the  man  divine. 

Myfterious  truth  !   with-held  from  reafon's  eye  : 

Outcaft  on  earth!  but  wonder  of  the  fky  ! 

Hail,  wond'rous  crofs*  !    and  thou  more  wond- 
'rous  he ! 

That  crofs  who  bore— Thyfelf  its  myftery! 

And  borne  for  man  ! — a  greater  myft'ry  flill ; 

But  fuch  thy  love,  and  love's  myfterious  will ! 
Hail,  wond'rous  chief !  who  can  thy  deedsexplain  ? 

Their  caufe  explore,  or  tell  thy  love  for  man  ? 

Found  in  thyfclf,  from  thee  alone  it  flow'd, 

Read  in  thy  death,  as  written  with  thy  blood. 

G  That 

*  By   the  crofs  is  meant  the  fufferings  of  Chrift  on  the  crofs. 
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That  precious  blood,  that  in  its  mingled  ftreamT 
Pour'd  life  for  all  thy  merit  could  redeem. 
And  this  was  all, — not  one  of  human  kind, 
Who  come  refus'd,  or  afking  may  not  find. 
This  far  from  thee,  to  fpurn  a  haplefs  race, 
Rejea  the  fuppliant,    or  with-hold  his  grace. 

Thy  grace  is  his — who  afks  in  thy  great  name, 
May  aik  for  all,    and  with  affurance  claim 
The  purchas'cl  pardon  to  believers  giv/n, 
The  feal  of  mercy,  and  the  hope  of  he'av'n. 
All  conq'ring  faith,  determin'd  to  endure, 
And  make  its  calling  and  eleftion  fare  : 
That  firm  refifts  temptation  unto  blood  ; 
Of/d//~..divefted  and  efpous'd  to  God. 
Lives  but  for  him,  who  liv'd  for  this  alone,  ~\ 

Form  of  our  form,  in  fafhion  of  his  own,  ?• 

That  God  with  man  might  live  for  ever  one ! 

Hail,  wond'rous  love  !  furpafling  angels  fight! 
Loft  in  its  depth,  and  blinded  by  its  light, 
Hail !  thou  in  whom  the  wide  extremes  are  feen, 
Of  God  Jehovah — and  of  man  with  men. 
All  hail !    in  whom  concenter  all  in  one  : 
Hail  all  thou  art !  and  all  that  thou  haft  done  ! 
Unrival'd  yet,  let  all  thy  works  adore  ; 
Who  died  a  man,   is  God  for  evermore  ! 

But  utterance  fails — our  feeble  fpirits  faint, 
Nor  more  thy  perfon  than  thy  pafiion  paint. 
Supreme  in  both,  in  both  fupreme  of  all ; 
Fountain  of  life,  and  love's  original ! 

Source 
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•Source  of  thyfelf,  unmade  and  underiv'd  ; 

As  felf-exiftent,    and  as  felf-depriv'd. 

Conceiv'd  and  born,  was  crucify'd  and  dead; 

His  creature's  offspring,    was  creation's  head. 

Life  in  himfelf,  to  take  or  to  refign, 

In  each  as  mortal,  and  in  each  divine. 

Hail!   then  again — thy  Spirit  cries,   "  All  hail!" 

Tho'  worlds  defpair,  and  all  creation  fail. 

Yet  kind  permit,  and  with  thy  wonted  love, 
Our  weaknefs  fpare,   nor  in  thy  wrath  reprove 
Our  glowing  zeal;  but  let  thy  goodnefs  hear 
Our  filence  fpeak,  what,  though  our  tongues  forbear. 
Our  hearts  fhall  mufe,    our  raptur'd  wonder  feel, 
Our  lives  exprefs,  and  life's  obedience  tell. 
Fix'd  on  this  view,  our  willing  feet  fhall  move; 
From  earth's  attraction  to  our  hope  above. 
In  all  thy  paths — in  all  thy  precepts  tread, 
Whate'er  thy  life,  or  written  word  hath  faid. 
In  meek  compliance  with  thy  fov'ran   will  : 
In  aftion  fervid,  and  in  fuffcring— - -ft ill. 
Waiting  thy  call  from  earth's  inglorious  flrife, 
To  living  joys,  and  heav'n's  un-encting  life. 
Sweetly  compos'd,  refign  our  parting  breath, 
Anfv/er  thy  fmile,  and  hail  the  tyrant—Death. 
Launch  undifmay'd  beyond  the  folar  bound  : 
With  prophets  number'd,  and  with  martyrs  found, 
Where  wait  the  faints,  for  better  things  prepar'd, 
Their  final  glory,    and  their  full  reward. 

Our  bodies  laid  on  earth's  capacious  breaft, 
In  peace  fhall  {lumber,  and  in  hope  fhall  reft , 

G  a  Till 
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Till  at  thy  trump  we  lift  our  waking  eyes, 
Start  from  the  tomb,    and  ready  for  the  fkies, 
Mount  all  renew'd    and  as  thine  own,    divine, 
Our  fhining  forms,  their  kindred  fpirits  join. 
Till  thus  reftor'd,  our  rifing  head  we  meet, 
Reign  on  his  throne,  or   profhrate  at  his  feet. 
In  heaven's  high  dome  eternal  trophies  raife, 
Our  joy  confummate  and  complete  our  praife  : 
Till  in  thy  light  thy  future  face  we  fee, 
Shine  in  thy  ftrength,  and  fhare  thy  dignity. 
Abforpt  behold  the  fcene  thy  love  difplays  ; 
Loft  in  its  beams,  and  {hadow'd  by  its  rays. 
The  growing  wonders  ev'ry  moment  view, 
For  ever  op'ning  —  and  for  ever  new  ! 


RELIGIOUS      DISCOURSE. 

[GAMBOLD.] 

JL  O  fpeak  for  God,  to  found  religion's  praife, 
Of  facred  paffions  the  wife  warmth  to  raife  ; 
T*  infufe  the  contrite  w:!fh  to  conqueft  nigh, 
And  point  the  fteps  myfterious  as  they  lie  ; 
To  feize  the  wretch  in  full  career  of  luft, 
And  foothe  the  filent  forrows  of  the  juft  : 
Who  would  not  blefs  for  this  the  gift  of  fpeech, 
And  in  the  tongue's  benifkence  be  rich  ? 

But 
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But  who  muft  talk  ?  Not  the  mere  modern  fage, 
Who  fuits  the  foften'd  gofpel  to  the  age  ; 
Who  ne'er  to  raife  degen'rate  practice  Pcrives,, 
But  brings  the  precept  down  to  chriftian  lives. 
Not  he,  who  maxims  from  cold  reading  took, 
And  never  faw  himfelf  but  through  a  book  : 
Not  he,  who  hafty  in  the  morn  of  grace, 
Soon  links  extinguifh'd  as  a  comet's  blaze. 
Not  he,  who  ftrains  in  fcripture  phrafe  t'  abound, 
Deaf  to  the  fenfe,  who  ftuns  us  with  the  found  : 
But  he,  who  illence  loves  ;  and  never  dealt 
In  the  falfe  commerce  of  a  truth  unfelt. 

Guilty  you  fpeak,  if  fubtle  from  within 
Blows  on  your  words  the  felt-admiring  fin  : 
If  unrefolv'd  to  choofe  the  better  part, 
Your  forward  tongue  belies  your  languid  heart ; 
But  then  fpeak  fafely,  when  your  peaceful  mind 
Above  felf-feeking  bleft,  on  God  reclin'd, 
Feels  him  at  once  fuggeft  unlabor'd  fenfe, 
And  ope  a  fluice  of  fweet  benevolence. 
Some  high  behefts  of  heav'n  you  then  fulfil  % 
Sprung  from  his  light  your  words,  and  iffuing  by 
his  will. 

Nor  yet  expeft  fo  myftically  long, 
Till  certain  infpiration  loofe  your  tongue : 
Exprefs  the  precept  runs,  "  Do  good  to  all  :" 
Nor  adds,  «  Whene'er  you  find  an  inward  call." 
G  3  »TU 
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*Tis  God  commands  :  no  farther  motive  feek, 
Speak  or  without,  or  with  reluftance  fpeak  : 
To  love's  habitual  fenfe  by  afts  afpire, 
And  kindle,  till  you  catch  the  gofpel  fire. 

Difcov'ries  immature  of  truth  decline, 
Nor  proflitute  the  gofpel  pearl  to  fwine. 
Beware,  too  rafhly  how  you  fpeak  the  whole, 
The  vilenefs,  or  the  treafures  of  your  foul. 
If  fpurn'd  by  fome,  where  weak  on  earth  you  lie, 
If  judg'd  a  cheat  or  dreamer,  where  you  fly  ; 
Here  the  fublimer  ftrain.  th'  exerted  air 
Forego ;  you're  at  the  bar,  not  in  the  chair. 

To  the  pert  reas'ner  if  you  fpeak  at  all, 
Speak  what  within  his  cognizance  may  fall ; 
Expofe  not  truths  divine  to  reafon's  rack, 
Give  him  his  own  belov'd  ideas  back, 
Your  notions,  till  they  look  like  his,  dilute  ; 

Blind  he  muft  be but  fave  him  from  difpute  ! 

But  when  we're  turn'd  of  reafon's  noontide  glare, 
And  things  begin  to  fhew  us  what  they  are, 
More  free  to  fuch  your  true  conceptions  tell ; 
Yet  graft  them  on  the  arts  where  they  excel. 
If  fprightly  fentiments  detain  their  tafte  ; 
If  paths  of  various  learning  they  have  trac'd  ; 
If  their  cool  judgment  kmgs,  yet  fears  to  fix  : 
Fire,  erudition,  hefitation  mix. 

All  rules  are  dead :   'tis  from  the  heart  you  draw 
The  living  luftre,  and  unerring  law. 


A  ftate 
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A  ftate  of  thinking  in  your  manner  (hew, 
Nor  fiercely  foaring.  nor  fupinely  low  : 
Others  their  lightnefs  in  each  inward  fault 
Quench  in  the  flilnefs  of  your  deeper  thought. 
Let  all  your  geflures  fixt  attention  draw, 
And  wide  around  diffufe  infectious  awe  ; 
Prefent  with  God  by  recollection  feem, 
Yet  prefent,  by  your  chearfulnefs,  with  them. 

Without  elation  chriflian  glories  paint, 
Nor  by  fond  am'rous  phrafe  aflume  the  faint. 
Greet  not  frail  men  with  compliments  untrue  ; 
With  fmiles  to  peace  confirm'd  and  conquefl  due, 
There  are  who  watch  t'  adore  the  dawn  of  grace, 
And  pamper  the  young  profelyte  with  praifc  : 
Kind,  humble  fouls  !  they  with  a  right  good  wii} 
Admire  his  progrefs — till  he  {lands  flock  full. 

Speak  but  to  thirfty  minds  of  things  divine. 
Who  ftrong  for  thought,  are  free  in  yours  to  join.. 
The  bufy  from  his  channel  parts  with  pain, 
The  languid  loathsan  elevated  flrain. 
With  thefe  you  aim  but  at  good-natur'd  chat, 
Where  all  except  the  love,    is  low  and  flat. 

* 

Not  one  addrefs  will  diff'rent  tempers  fit, 
The  grave  and  gay,  the  heavy  and  the  wit. 
Wits  will  fift  you,  and  mod  conviction  find 
Where  lead  ''tis  urg'd.  and  feems  the  kail  defign'd. 
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Slow  minds  are  merely  paflive ;  and  forget  -\ 

Truths  not  inculcated  :  to  thefe  repeat, 

Avow  your  counfel,  nor  abftain  from  heat.  3 

Some  gentle  fouls  to  gay  indifFrence  true, 
Nor  hope,  nor  fear,  nor  think  the  more  for  you  : 
Let  love  turn  babbler  here,   and  caution  deep, 
Blufh  not  for  fhallow  fpeech,  nor  inufe  for  deep ; 
Thefe  to  your  humour,  not  your  fenfe  attend, 
7Tis  not  th'  advice  that  fways  them,   but  the  friend. 
Others  have  large  receffes  in  their  bread  : 
With  penfive  procefs  all  they  hear  digeft  : 
Here  \v ell-weigh 'd  words  with  wary  forefight  fow, 
For  all  you  fay  will  fink,  and  ev'ry  feed  will  grow. 

At  firft  acquaintance  prefs  each  truth  fevere, 
Stir  the  whole  odium  of  your  character  ; 
Let  harfhefl  doctrines  all  your  words  engrofs, 
And  nature  bleeding  on  the  daily  croft. 
Then  to  ycurfelf  th'  afcetic  rule  enjoin, 
To  others   {loop  furprifmgly  benign  ; 
Pitying,  if  from  themfelves  with  pain  they  part, 
If  ftubborn  nature  long  holds  out  the  heart. 
Their  outworks  now  are  gain'd  ;  forbear  to  prefs  ; 
The  more  you  urge  them,  you  prevail  the  lefs ; 
Let  fpeech  lay  by  its  roughnefs  to  oblige, 
Your  fpeaking  life  will  carry  on  the  fiege  : 
By  your  example  ftruck,  to  God  they  ftrive 
To  live,  no  longer  to  themfelves  alive. 

To 
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To  pofitive  adepts  infidious  yield, 
T'  infure  the  conqueft,  feem  to  quit  the  field  : 
Large  in  your  grants ;  be  their  opinion  fhown  : 
Approve,  amend — and  wind  it  to  your  own. 
Couch  in  your  hints,  if  more  rengn'd  they  hear, 
Both  what  they  will  be  foon,  and  what  they  are  : 
Pleafmg  thefe  words  now  to  their  confcious  breaft, 
Th'  anticipating  voice  hereafter  bleft. 

In  fouls  juft  wak'd  the  paths  of  light  to  choofc, 
Convictions  keen,  and  zeal  of  pray 'r  infufe. 
Let  them  love  rules  ;  till  freed  from  paffion's  rei^n, 
Till  blamelefs  moral  reftitude  they  gain. 

But  left  reform'd  from  each  extremer  ill, 
They  {hould  but  civilize  old  nature  dill, 
The  loftier  charms  and  energy  difplay 
Of  virtue  modell'd  by  the  Godhead's  ray  ; 
The  lineaments  divine,  perfection's  plan, 
And  all  the  grandeur  of  the  heav'nly  man. 
Commences  thus  the  agonizing  ftrife 
Previous  to  nature's  death,  and  fecond  life  : 
Struck  by  their  own  inclement  piercing  eye, 
Their  feeble  virtues  blufh,  fubfide,   and  die  : 
They  view  the  fcheme  that  mimic  nature  made, 
A  fancy'd  goddefs,  and  religion's  fhade  ; 
With  angry  fcorn  they  now  rejeft  the  whole, 
Unchanged  their  heart,  undeify'd  their  foul : 
Till  indignation  fleeps  away  to  faith, 
And  God's  own  pow'rand  peace  take  root  in  facred 
wrath. 

Aim 
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Aim  lefs  to  teach  than  love.     The  work  begun 
In  words,  is  crown'd  by  artlefs  warmth  alone. 
Love  to  your  friend  a  fecond  office  owes, 
Yourfelf  and  him  before  heav'n's  footflool  throws: 
You  place  his  form  as   fuppliant  by  your  fide, 
(A  helplefs  worm,  for  whom  the  Saviour  dy'd) 
Into  his  foul  call  down  the  ethereal  beam, 
And  longing  afk  to  fpend,    and  to  be  fpent  for  him. 


PRESERVATION    BY    LAND    AND    SEA 


A     DIVINE     ODZ 


are  thy  fervants  bleft,  O  Lord  ! 
How  fure  is  their  defence  ! 
Eternal  Wifdom  is  their  guide, 
Their  help  Omnipotence. 

In  foreign  realms,  and  lands  remote, 

Supported  by  thy  care, 
Through  burning  climes  I  pafs'd  unhurt, 

And  breath'd  in  tainted  air. 


Thy 
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Thy  mercy  fweeten'd  ev'ry  foil, 

Made  ev'ry  region  pleafe  ; 
The  hoary  Alpine  hills  it  warm'd, 

And  fmooth'd  the  Tyrrhene  feas. 

Think,  O  my  foul,  devoutly  think, 

How  with  affrighted  eyes 
Thou  faw'ft  the  wide-extended  deep 

In  all  its  horrors  rife  ! 

Confufion  dwelt  in  ev'ry  face, 

And  fear  in  ev'ry  heart ; 
When  waves  on  waves,   and  gulphs  in  gulphs 

O'ercame  the  pilot's  art. 

Yet  then  from  all  my  griefs,  O  Lord, 

Thy  mercy  fet  me  free, 
Whilft  in  the  confidence  of  pray'r 

My  foul  took  hold  on  thee; 

For  though  in  dreadful  whirles  we  hung 

High  on  the  broken  wave, 
I  knew  thou  wert  not  flow  to  hear, 

Nor  impotent  to  fave  : 

The  ftorm  was  laid,  the  winds  retir'd, 

Obedient  to  thy  will; 
The  fea,  that  roar'd  at  thy  command, 

At  thy  command  was  ftill. 

In 
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In  midfl  of  dangers,  fears,  and  death, 
Thy  goodnefs  I'll  adore. 

And  praife  thee  for  thy  mercies  paft, 
And  humbly  hope  for  more. 

My  life,  if  thou  preferv'ft  my  life, 

Thy  facrifice  fhall  be  ; 
And  death,  if  death  muft  be  my  doom, 

Shall  join  my  foul  to  thee. 


A  SOLILOQUY    ON    THE   IMMORTA 
LITY    OF    THE    SOUL. 

[ADD  is  ON.] 

IT  muft  be  fo— Plato,  thou  reafon'ft  well ! 
Elfe  whence  this  pleafmg  hope,  this  fond  defire, 
This  longing  after  immortality  ? 
Or  whence  this  fecret  dread,  and  inward  horror, 
Of  falling  into  nought  ?  Why  fhrinks  the  foul 
Back  on  herfelf,  and  ftartles  at  deftruftion  ? 
'Tis  the  Divinity  that  ftirs  within  us  ; 
'Tis  Heav'n  itfelf  fhat  points  out  an  hereafter, 
And  intimates  eternity  to  man. 
Eternity !  thou  pleafmg,  dreadful  thought ! 
Thro'  what  variety  of  untry'd  being, 
Thro'  what  new  fcenes  and  changes  muft  we  pafs  ! 

The 
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e  wide,  th'  unbounded  profpeft,  lies  before  me  i 
But  fliadows,  clouds,   and  darknefs  reft  upon  it. 
Here  will  I  hold.     If  there's  a  Fow'r  above  us, 
(And  that  there  is  all  nature  cries  aloud 
Through  all  her  works)  he  muft  delight  in  virtue; 
And  that  which  he  delights  in,  muft  be  happy. 


A   PARAPHRASE    ON   PART   OF  THE 
i9TH    PSALM. 

[ADDISON.] 

JL  H  E  fpacious  firmament  on  high, 
With  all  the  blue  ethereal  fky, 
And  fpangled  heav'ns,   a  jfhining  frame, 
Their  Great  Original  proclaim  : 
Th'  unwearied  fun,  from  day  to  day, 
Does  his  Creator's  pow'r  difplay, 
And  publifhes  to  every  land 
The  work  of  an  almighty  hand. 

Soon  as  the  ev'ning  {hades  prevail, 
The  moon  takes  up  the  wond'rous  tale, 
And  nightly  to  the  lift'ning  earth 
Repeats  the  ftory  of  her  birth  : 
Whilft  all  the  ftars  that  round  her  burn, 
And  all  the  planets  in  their  turn, 
Confirm  the  tidings  as  they  roll, 
And  fpread  the  truth  from  pole  to  pole. 

H  -What 
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What  though,  in  folemn  filcnce,  all 
Move  round  the  dark  terreftrial  ball ! 
What  though  nor  real  voice  nor  found 
Amid  their  radiant  orbs  be  found ! 
In  reafon's  ear  they  all  rejoice, 
And  utter  forth  a  glorious  voice, 
For  ever  finging  as  they  fhine, 
<;  The  hand  that  made  us  is  divine." 


THE     XXIIlD     PSALM. 

[AoDISON.] 

X  HE  Lord  my  pafture  fhall  prepare, 
And  feed  me  with  a  fhepherd's  care  : 
His  prefence  fhall  my  wants  fupply, 
And  guard  me  with  a  watchful  eye  ; 
My  noon-day  walks  he  fhall  attend, 
And  all  my  midnight  hours  defend. 

When  in  the  fultry  glebe  I  faint, 
Or  on  the  thirfty  mountains  pant  ; 
To  fertile  vales,  and  dewy  meads 
My  weary  wand'ring  fteps  he  leads ; 
Where  peaceful  rivers,  foft  and  flow, 
Amid  the  verdant  landfkip  flow. 

Though  in  the  paths  of  death  I  tread. 
With  gloomy  horrors  overfpread, 

My 
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My  ftedfaft  heart  ftiall  fear  no  ill, 
For  thou,  O  Lord,  art  with  me  Mill ; 
Thy  friendly  crook  (hall  give  me  aid, 
And  guide  me  through  the  dreadful  fhade. 

Though  in  a  bare  and  rugged  way, 
Through  devious  lonely  wilds  I  ftray, 
Thy  bounty  fhall  my  pains  beguile  : 
The  barren  wildernefs    fhall  fmile, 
With  fudden  greens  and  herbage  crown'd, 
And  ftreams  fhall  murmur  all  around. 


######<!XJ####^^ 

CARDINAL    WOLSEY's    LAMENTATION 
OF     HIS    FALL. 

^SHAKESPEARE.  J 

JL  AREWEL,  a  long  Farewel  to  all  my  greatnefs ! 
This  is  the  ftate  of  man  :  to-day  he  puts  forth 
The  tender  leaves  of  hope  ;  to-morrow  bloffoms, 
And  bears  his  blufhing  honors  thick  upon  him  ; 
The  third  day  comes  a  froft,    a  killing  froft, 
And  when  he  thinks,  good  eafy  man,   full  furcly 
His  greatnefs  is  a  rip'nirg,  nips  his  root  ; 
And  then  he  falls,  as  I  do.     I  have  vcntur'd, 
Like  little  wanton  boys  that  fwim  on  bladders, 
Thefe  many  fummers,  in  a  fea  of  glory  : 
But  far  beyond  my  depth  :  my  high-blown  pride 

H2  At 
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At  length  broke  under  me  :  and  now  has  left  me. 

Weary,  and  old  with  fervice,  to  the  mercy 

Of  a  rude  flream,  that  muft  for  ever  hide  me. 

Vain  pomp  and  glory  of  this  world,  I  hate  ye; 

I  feel  my  heart  new  open'd.     O  how  wretched 

Is  that  poor  man  that  hangs  on  princes'  favors ! 

There  is,  betwixt  that  fmile  which  we  afpire  to. 

That  fweet  regard  of  princes  and  our  ruin, 

More  pangs  and  fears  than  war  and  women  know  ; 

And  when  he  falls,  he  falls  like  Lucifer, 

Never  to  hope  again. 

Cromwell,  I  did  not  think  to  fhed  a  tear 

In  all  my  miferies  •,  but  thou  haft  forc'd  me, 

Out  of  thy  honeft  truth,  to  play  the  woman. 

Let's  dry  our  eyes  :  and  thus  far  hear  me,  Cromwell ; 
Mark  but  my  fall,  and  that  which  ruin'd  me, 
And  when  I  am  forgotten,  as  I  fhall  be, 
And  fteep  in  dull  cold  marble,  where  no  mention 
Of  me  muft  more  be  heard  ;  fay  then,  I  taught  thee  ; 
Say,  Wolfey,  that  once  rode  the  waves  of  glory, 
And  founded  all  the  depths  and  fhoals  of  honor, 
Found  thee  a  way,  out  of  this  wreck,    to  rife  in  ; 
A  fure  and  fate  one,  though  thy  mafter  mifs'd  it. 
Cromwell,  I  charge  thee,  fling  away  ambition  ; 
By  that  fin  fell  the  angels  ;  how  can  man  then 
(The  image  of  his  Maker,)  hope  to  win  by't? 
Love  thyfeif  laft  ;  cherifh  thofe  hearts  that  wait  thee  ; 
Corruption  wins  not  more  than  honefty. 
Still  in  thy  right  hand  carry  gentle  peace, 
To  filence  envious  tongues.     Be  juft,  and  fear  not. 
Let  all  the  ends  thou  aim'ftat,  be  thy  country's^ 

Thy 
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Thy  God's  and  truth's:  then  if  thoufalFft,  O  Crom- 

v«ll, 

Thou  fall  'ft  a  bleffed  martyr.     Serve  the  king  ; 
And,  pr'ythee,  lead  me  in  - 
There  take  an  inventory  of  all  I  have  ; 
To  the  laft  penny,  'tis  the  king's.     My  robe, 
And  my  integrity  to  heaven,  is  all 
I  now  dare  call  my  own.    O  Cromwell,  Cromwell, 
Had  I  but  ferv'd  my  God  with  half  the  zeal 
I  ferv'd  my  king,  he  would  not  in  my  age 
Have  left  me  naked  to  mine  enemies, 


THE     MAN     OF     ROSS. 

[POPE.] 

JDUT  all  our  praifes  why  fhould  lords  engrofs  ? 
Rife,   honeft  mufe  !  and  fmg  the  Man  of  Rofs  : 
Pleas'd  Vaga  echoes  through  her  winding  bounds, 
And  rapid  Severn  hoarfe  applaufe  refounds, 
Who  hungwith  woods  yon  mountains  fultry  brow  ? 
From  the  dry  rock  who  bade  the  waters  flow  ? 
Nor  to  the  Ikies  in  ufelefs  columns  toft, 
Or  in  proud  falls  magnificently  loft, 
But  clear  ,and  artlefs  pouring  through  the  plain 
Health  to  the  lick,  and  folace  to  the  fwain. 
Whofe  caufeway  parts  the  vale  with  fhady  rows  ? 
Whofe  feats  the  weaiy  traveller  repofe  ? 

H  3  Who 
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Who  feeds  yon  alms-houfe,   neat,  but  void  of  (late, 
Where  age  and  want  fit  fmiling  at  the  gat'  ? 
Who  taught  that  heav'n-dire&ed  fpire  to  rife  ? 
The  Man  of  Rofs,   each  lifping  babe  replies. 
Behold  the  market-place  with  poor  o'erfpread ! 
The  Man  of  Rofs  divides  the  weekly  bread  : 
Him  portioned  maids,  apprentic'd  orphans,  bleft, 
The  young  who  labor,  and  the  old  who  reft. 
Is  any  fick  ?  The  Man  of  Rofs  relieves, 
Prefcribes,  attends,  the  med'cine  takes  and  gives. 
Is  there  a  variance  ?  Enter  but  his  door, 
Balk'd  are  the  courts,  and  conteft  is  no  more. 
Defpairing  quacks  with  curfes  fled  the  place, 
And  vile  attornies,  now  an  ufelefs  race. 
"  Thrice  happy  man!  enabled  to  purfue 
"  What  all  fo  wifh,  but  want  the  pow'r  to  do. 
"  O  fay,  what  fums  that  gen'rous  hand  fupply  ? 
"  What  mines  to  fwell  that  boundlefs  charity?" 
Of  debts  and  taxes,  wife  or  children  clear, 
This  man  poflefl — five  hundred  pounds  a  year. 
Blufh  grandeur,  blufh  ;  proud  courts,  withdraw  your 

blaze. 
Ye  little  jiars  I  hide  your  diminifli'd  rays. 

"  And  what?  No  monument,  infcription,  ftone? 
"  His  race,  his  form,  his  name  almoft  unknown  ?'r 
Who  builds  a  church  to  God,  and  not  to  fame, 
Will  never  mark  the  marble  with  his  name. 
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ON     PROVIDENCE. 

VjrOD  works  in  a  myfterious  way, 

His  wonders  to  perform, 
He  plants  his  footfteps  in  the  fea, 

And  rides  upon  the  florm. 

Deep  in  unfathomable  mines 

Of  never-failing  (kill, 
He  treafures  up  his  bright  defigns, 

And  works  his  fov'ran  will. 

Ye  feeble  faints  frefh  courage  take  ; 

The  clouds  ye  fo  much  dread 
Are  big  with  mercy,  and  fhall  break 

In  bleffings  on  your  head. 

Judge  not  the  Lord  by  feeble  fenfe, 

But  truft  him  for  his  grace  ; 
Behind  a  frowning  Providence 

He  hides  a  fmiling  face, 

His  purpofes  are  rip'ning  faft, 

Unfolding  every  hour  : 
The  bud  may  have  a  bitter  tafte, 

But  WAIT  to  fmell  the  flow'r. 

Blind  unbelief  is  fure  to  err, 

And  fcan  his  work  in  vain  ; 
God  is  his  Own  Interpreter, 

And  he  fhall  make  it  plain. 

ON 
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ON    THE     WORDS: 

If  thou  kncwejl  who  it   is,    &c. 

1\T  Jacob's  well  a  ftranger  fought 

His  ardent  thirft  to  clear  ; 
Samaria's  daughter  little  thought 

The  FONT  of  MFE  fo  near. 
This  had  fhe  knov/n  ;  her  panting  mind 

For  LIVING  DRAUGHTS  had  figh'd  ; 
Nor  had  Meffiah  ever  kind, 

Thofe  living  draughts  deny'd. 
And  Jacob's  well  (no  glafs  fo  true) 

Britannia's  image  {hews  ; 
Meffiah  travels  Britain  through, 

But  who  the  ftranger  knows  ? 
Yet  Britain  muft  the  ftranger  know, 

Or  foon  her  lofs  deplore, 
Behold  the  living  waters  flow, 

Come  drink,  and  thirft  no  more  ! 


A    PROSPECT    OF    DEATH. 

[POMFRET.] 

OINCE  we  can  die  but  once,  and  after  death 

Our  ftate  no  alteration  knows  ; 
But  when  we  have  refigii'd  our  breath, 

The  immortal  fpirit  goes 
To  endlefs  joys,  or  everlafting  woes  : 
Wife  is  the  man  who  labors  to  fecure 

That 
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That  mighty  and  important  ftake  ; 

And  by  all  methods,  flrives  to  make 
His  paiTage  fafe,  and  his  reception  fure. 
Merely  to  die  no  man  of  reafon  fears ; 
For  certainly  we  muft, 

As  we  are  born,  return  to  duft : 
'Tis  the  laft  point  of  many  ling'ring  years. 

But  whither  then  we  go. 

Whither,  xve  fain  would  know, 
But  human  underftanding  cannot  {how. 

This  makes  us  tremble,   and  creates 

Strange  apprehennons  in  the  mind  ; 
Fills  it  with  reftlefs  doubts  and  wild  debates 
Concerning  what,  we  living  cannot  find; 

None  know  what  death  is  but  the  dead ; 
Therefore  we  all  by  nature,  dying  dread, 
As  a  ftrange,  doubtful  way,  we  know  not  how  to  tread. 

When  to  the  margin  of  the  grave  we  come, 
And  fcarce  have  one  black  painful  hour  to  live, 
No  hopes,  no  profpeft  of  a  kind  reprieve, 
To  ftop  our  fpeedy  pafiage  to  the  tomb  : 

How  moving  and  how  mournful  is  the  fight  ? 

How  wond'rous  pitiful,   how  wond'rous  fad  ? 
Where  then  is  refuge,  where  is  comfort  to  be  had  ? 

In  the  dark  minutes  of  the  dreadful  night, 
To  chear  our  drooping  fouls  for  their  amazing  flight  ? 

Feeble  and  languifhing  in  bed  we  lie, 

Defpairing  to  recover,  void  of  reft, 

Wifhing  for  death,  arid  yet  afraid  to  die  ; 
Terrors  and  doubts  diftraft  our  breaft, 
With  mighty  agonies,  and  mighty  pains  epprefl. 

Our 
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Our  face  is  moiften'd  with  a  clammy  fweat : 
Faint  and  irregular  the  pulfes  beat ; 
The  blood  inactive  grows, 
And  thickens  as  it  flows, 
Depriv'd  of  all  its  vigor,  all  its  vital  heat. 
Our  dying  eyes  roll  heavily  about, 

Their  light  juft  going  out  ; 
And  for  fome  kind  afliftance  call  ; 
But  pity,  ufelefs  pity's  all 

Our  weeping  friends  can  give, 

Or  we  receive  : 
Tho'  their  defires  are  great,  their  powers  are  fmall. 

The  tongue's  unable  to  declare 
The  pains  and  griefs,    the  miferies  we  bear, 
How  infupportable  our  torments  arc. 
Mufic  no  more  delights  our  deaf'ning  ears, 
P.e Mores  our  joys,  or  diflipatcs  our  fears  ; 
But  all  is  melancholy,  all  is  fad, 

In  robes  of  deeped  mourning  clad  : 
For  every  faculty,  and  every  fenfe, 
Partakes  the  woe  of  this  dire  exigence. 
Then  we  are  fenfible  too  late, 
'"Tis  no  advantage  to  be  rich  or  great : 
For  all  the  fulfome  pride  of  pageantry  and  Mate, 

No  confolation  brings  ; 
Riches  and  honors  then  are  ufelefs  things ; 

Taftelefs  or  bitter  all  ; 
And  like  the  book  which  the  apoflle  eat, 

To  the  ill-judging  palate  fweet, 
But  turn  at  lad  to  naufeoufnefs  and  gall. 

Nothing 
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Nothing  will  then  our  drooping  fpirits  chear 
But  the  remembrance  of  good  aftions  paft. 
Virtue's  a  joy  that  will  for  ever  laft, 
And  makes  pale  Death  lefs  terrible  appear  ; 
Takes  out  his  baneful  fling,  and  palliates  our  fear; 

In  the  dark  anti-chamber  of  the  grave 
What  would  we  give,  even  all  we  have, 

All  that  our  cares  and  mduftry  had  gain'c), 
All  that  our  fraud,  our  policy,  our  art  obtain'd, 

Could  we  recal  thofe  fatal  hours  again, 
Which  we  confum'd  in  fenfelefs  vanities, 

Ambitious  follies,  and  luxurious  eafe  ? 
For  then  they  urge  our  terrors  and  increafe  our  pain. 

Our  friends  and  relatives  (land  weeping  by, 

Diflblv-'o1  in  tears  to  fee  us  die  ; 
And  plunge  into  the  deep  abyfs  of  wide  eternity. 
In  vain  they  mourn,  in  vain  they  grieve, 
Their  forrows  cannot  ours  relieve. 
They  pity  our  deplorable  e.flate  ; 
But  what,  alas,  can  pity  do 

To  foften  the  decrees  of  fate  ? 
Befides,  the  fentence  is  irrevocable  too. 

All  their  endevors  to  preferve  our  breath, 

Tho'  they  do  unfuccefsful  prove, 
Show  us  how  much,    how  tenderly  they  love, 
But  cannot  cut  off  the  entail  of  death. 
Mournful  they  look  and  croud  about  our  bed, 

One  with  officious  hafte 
Brings  us  a  cordial  we  want  fenfe  to  tafle  : 
Another  foftly  raifes  up  our  head  ; 

Thrs 
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This  wipes  away  the  fweat ;  that  iighing  cries, 
See  what  convulfions,  what  ftrong  agonies 
Both  foul  and  body  undergo  ! 

His  pains  no  intermiffion  know  ; 
For  every  gafp  of  air  he  draws,  returns  in  fighs. 

Each  would  his  kind  afliftance  lend, 
To  ferve  his  dear  relation,  or  his  dearer  friend  ; 
But  ftill  in  vain  with  deftiny  they  all  contend. 

Our  father,  pale  with  grief  and  watching  grown, 
Takes  our  cold  hand  in  his,  and  cries,  adieu  ! 
Adieu,  my  child,  now  I  muft  follow  you  : 

Then  weeps  and  gently  lays  it  down. 
Our  fons,  who  in  their  tender  years 
Were  objefts  of  our  cares,  and  of  our  fears, 
Come  trembling  to  our  bed,  and,  kneeling,  cry, 
Blefs  us,  O  father !   now  before  you  die  ; 
Blefs  us,  and  be  you  bleft  to  all  eternity. 

Our  friend,  whom  equal  to  ourfelves  we  love, 

Compaffionate  and  kind, 
Cries,  will  you  leave  me  here  behind, 
Without  me  fly  to  the  bleft  feats  above  ? 

Without  me,  did  I  fay  ?  Ah  no  ! 
Without  thy  friend  thou  canft  not  go  : 
For  tho'  thou  leav'ft  me  grov'ling  here  below, 
My  foul  with  thee  fhall  upward  fly, 
Arid  bear  thy  fpirit  company, 
Thro'  the  bright  paffage  of  the  yielding  Iky, 
Ev'n  death  that  parts  thee  from  thyfelf  fhall  be 
Incapable  to  feparate 
(For  'tis  not  in  the  pow'r  of  fate) 

My 
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My  friend,  my  heft,  my  dearefl  friend,  and  me : 

But  fmce  it  muft  be  fo,  farewel ; 
For  ever?  No;  for  we  (hall  meet  again, 
And  live  like  Gods,  though  now  we  die  like  men, 
In  the  eternal  regions  where  juft  fpirits  dwell. 

The  foul,  unable  to  maintain 

The  fruitlefs  and  unequal  ftrife, 

Finding  her  weak  endevors  vain, 

To  keep  the  counterfcarp  of  life, 
By  flow  degrees  retires  toward  the  heart, 

And  fortifies  that  little  fort 
With  all  the  kind  artilleries  of  art; 
Botanic  legions  guarding  every  port. 
But  Death,  whofe  arms  no  mortal  can  rcpe!3 

A  formal  fiege  difdains  to  lay, 
Summons  his  fierce  battalions  to  the  fray, 
And  in  a  minute  ftorms  the  feeble  citadel. 
Sometimes  we  may  capitulate,  and  he 

Pretends  to  make  a  folid  peace : 

But  'tis  all  fham,  all  artifice  ; 
That  we  may  negligent  and  carelefs  be ; 
For  if  his  armies  are  withdrawn  to-day, 

And  we  believe  no  danger  near, 
But  all  is  peaceable,  and  all  is  clear, 
His  troops  return  fome  unfufpefted  way, 
While  in  the  foft  embrace  of  fleep  we  lie, 
The  fecret  murd'rer  fhbs  us,  and  we  die. 

Since 
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Since  our  firfl  parents  fall, 
Inevitable  death  defcends  on  all, 

A  portion  none  of  human  race  can  mifs  : 

But  that  \vhich  makes  it  fweet  or  bitter,  is, 
The  fears  of  mifery,  or  certain  hopes  of  blifs : 
For  when  th'  impenitent  and  wicked  die 
Loaded  with  crimes  and  infamy, 

If  any  fcnfe  at  that  fad  time  remains, 

They  feel  amazing  terrors,  mighty  pains. 

The  earneil  of  that  vaft  flupendous  woe 
Which  they  to  all  eternity  muft  undergo  ; 

Confin'd  in  hell  with  everlafling  chains. 

Infernal  fpirits  hover  in  the  air, 
Like  rav'nous  wolves  to  feize  upon  the  prey, 
And  hurry  the  departed  fouls  away 

To  the  dark  receptacles  of  defpair ; 
Where  they  rnufl  dwell  till  that  tremendous  day, 

When  the  loud  trump  fhall  call  them  to  appear 
Before  a  Judge-  mod  terrible,  and  moft  fevere, 

By  whofe  jufl  fentence  they  muft  go 
To  everlafling  pains,  to  endlefs  woe. 

But  the  good  man,  whofe  foul  is  pure, 

Unfpotted,  regular,  and  free 
From  all  the  {tains  of  lull  and  villainy, 

Of  mercy,  and  of  pardon  five, 
Looks  through  the  darknefs  of  the  gloomy  night, 
And  fees  the  dawning  of  a  glorious  day ; 
Sees  crouds  of  angels  ready  to  convey 

His 


T  H  E    P  O  E  T  S.  99 

His  foul,  whene'er  fhe  takes  her  flight, 
To  the  furprifmg  manfions  of  immortal  light. 
Then  the  celeftial  guards  around  him  fland, 
Nor  fuffer  the  black  daemons  of  the  air 
T'oppofe  his  paiTage  to  the  promised  land  ; 
Or  terrify  his  thoughts  with  wild  defpair, 
But  all  is  calm  within,  and  all  without  is  fair. 
And  when  the  foul's  releas'd  from  dull  mortality, 
She  pa'fles  up  in  triumph  through  the  fky, 
Where  (he's  united  to  a  glorious  throng 
Of  angels,  who  with  a  celeftial  fong, 
Congratulate  her  conqueil  as  fhe  flies  along. 
There  joy  in  full  perfection  flows, 
And  in  endlefs  circle  moves, 
Through  the  vafl  round  of  beatific  love, 
Which  no  ceffation  knows, 


THE  CHARGE  OF  CYRUS  THE  GREAT. 


VV  HAT  means  this  awful  fight?  why  round  me 

fhine, 

Thofe  radiant  glories,  and  that  form  divine? 
See!  where  commiffion'd  with  iomc  dread  command, 
How  fternly  waves  yon  vinonary  hand  ! 

I  2  Nea-r, 
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Near,  and  more  near  it  beckons,  "  Cyrus,  rife  ; 
"  The  Gods  remand  thee  to  thy  native  flues/' 

Since  thus  the  pleafure  of  imperial  Jove, 
And  folemn  omens  warn  me  from  above ; 
Come  then,  ye  fathers,  venerable  grown, 
Whofe  fteady  counfels  prop  the  Ferfian  throne  ! 
Ye  friends,  long  wedded  to  fair  Virtue's  caufe, 
And  ye,  my  fons,  whom  filial  duty  awes  ! 
Attentive  hear,  amidft  th'  afiembled  throng, 

The  dying  accents  of  a  monarch's  tongue. 

f 

I  ceafe  to  live  !  yet,  ah !  forbear  to  {hew 
The  mad  expreflions  of  unmanly  woe. 
To  die  is  to  be  bleft :  this  underflood, 
'Twere  needlefs  mourning  for  the  wife  and  good. 

What  Virtues  charm  us,  or  what  Arts  engage, 
In  childhood,  youth,  in  manhood,  or  in  age, 
In  thefe  I  fpent  each  well-diftinguifh'd  day, 
And  ftill  purfued,  where  Honor  led  the  way  ; 
Mine  was  each  gift  kind  fortuue  could  afford, 
The  ftatefman's  counfel,  or  the  hero's  fword. 
See,  Afia,  fee  thy  once  ignoble  race, 
What  glory  heightens,  and  what  worthies  grace  J 
See  Peace  thy  realms  with  fmiling  train  adorn, 
And  Plenty  pour  the  treafures  of  her  horn. 

Yet,  oft  as  Fortune  blew  propitious  gales, 
And  mildeft  Zephyrs  fan'd  my  fwelling  fails, 

sun 
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Still  Caution  warn'd  me,  anxious  for  the  realm, 
And  Reafon  fear'd  to  quit  her  much-lov'd  helm  ; 
She  calmly  ftem'd  Ambition's  boifterous  tide, 
And  lower'd  the  projects  of  gigantic  Pride  : 
Hence  unimpair'd  are  all  my  bleffings  now  ; 
Hence  frefh  my  laurels  blooming  o'er  my  brow  : 
Sage  Forelight  only  keeps  our  eonquefts  won  ; 
The  too  fecure  too  furely  are  undone. 

No  claimant  princes  fhall  hereafter  jary 
(The  bloody  fources  of  inteftine  war) 
For  thus  I  will  —  both  ye,  my  children,  fhare 
Alike  my  fondnefs,  and  alike  my  care  ! 
Yet  thouj  my  eldeft,  to  the  crown  fucceed, 
'Tis  what  thy  father,  what  the  gods  decreed* 
Reflect,  from  whence  that  facred  power  is  given, 
Its  fount,  the  gran-d  authority  of  heaven  ! 
Reflect,  that  monarehs  only  were  defign'd 
To  guard  their  people,  and  to  blefs  mankind! 
Each  royal  mandate  Equity  fhould  bound, 
And  Goodnefs  caft  a  fmile  on  all  around* 


Nor  lefs,  whilft,  hovering  o'er  th'  embattled 
Her  palms  to  thee  fond  Victory  fhall  yield, 
Let  Mercy  plead  :  no  hero's  truly  brave 
Without  that  god-like  principle;  —  Xo  fave  : 
Diftrefs  fhould  bid  our  gen'rous  pity  flow,. 
Whilft  Nature  foftens  at  another's  woe. 
By  me  releas'd,  O  !  how  the  Jewifh  choir?. 
To  Sion's  fongs  re-tun'd  the  facred  lyre 

1  3  Wfiich 
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Which  by  the  *  ftreams  of  Babylon,  unflrung, 
In  late  fad  filence  on  the  willows  hung ! 
+  Difmifs'd  with  prefents  to  their  old  abode, 
To  build  the  temple  of  their  much-lov'd  God  : 
J  Each  mouth  was  full  of  laughter,  long  unknown  ; 
The  joy  that  fill'd  their  hearts  o'erftow'd  my  own. 

Thy  breaft,  young  prince,  let  all  thefe  virtues  Gra,, 
And  nobly  to  the  world  confefs  thy  fire. 
This  happy  ftate,  that,  from  an  heavenly  plan,. 
Forms  every  fchemc  of  happinefe  to  man, 
By  juftice  'ftablifh,  and  by  aims  defend; 
No  feuds  embroil,  and  no  divifions  rend  !• 
Tranfmit  entire,  to  blefs  the  peaceful  home 
Of  nations  now  unborn,  and  monarchs  yet  to  come,, 

Andthou,  my  fon,  thou  youngeft,  fhalt  command. 
The  narrower  confines  of  fome  neighbouring  land, 
Though  larger  realms  thy  brother's  fway  conlefs,. 
Thy  peace  is  greater,  as  thy  kingdom  lefs.. 
Ambition's  fpur  ftill  pungent  to  th.e  foul, 
When  e'er  his  mind  his  father's  glories  roll ; 
Purfuing  clofe  up  Labour's  craggy  fteep, 
fame  hard  to  gain,  and  harder  yet  to  keep  ; 
Foremoft  in  cares,  as  firft  in  rule  to  fhine  ; 
Thefe,  thefe  are  his-~but  pleafures  all  are  thine. 

And' 

*  Sec  Pfalra  cxxxvii. 

•i  The  famous  edift  of  Cyrus,  in  behalf  of  the  Jews,  which  is. 
here  alluded  to,  is  recited  in  i  Efdrw.    2  Chron.  i.  7. 
1  Sf  e  Pfalm  cxxvi, 
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And  weak,  Cambyfes,  will  thy  kingdom  prove,. 
Without  the  fcepter  of  thy  people's  love. 
But  yet  it  afks  thy  caution,  all  thy  care, 
Thy  fubjefts  when  to  court,  and  when  beware •: 
Not  true  by  nature,  man,  whate'er  he  boaft, 
Moft  faithful  feemi'ng,  may  deceive  the  moli. 
Be  thine  the  well-try'd  ftatefman,  prudent,  juft, 
Unfway'd  by  lucre,  unenilav'd  by  luft  ; 
Who  public  good  prefers  to  private  ends, 
Whofe  truth  directs  you,  and  whofe  zeal  defends* 
Then  no  fad  murmurs  can  Sufpicion  raife  ; 
Admiring  Anarchy  itfclf  obeys  ; 
Bafe  Treafon  dreads  infernal  plots  to  lay, 
And  calm'd  Rebellion  looks  her  rage  away. 

This  once,  O  *  Daniel,  was  thy  god-like  part, 
Thy  head  as  learn'd,  as  was  fincere  thy  heart. 
Though  fullen  Jealoufy  oft  curs'd  thy  name, 
And  Envy  plan'd  the  ruins  of  thy  fame, 
Thy  fpotlefs  honour  could  the  mouths  defy 
Of  deadly  lions,  or  the  deadlier  fpy.. 
Chiefs,  fuch  as  thou,  bed  guard  each  prince's  caufe, 
Whom  confcience  binds,  and  whom  religion  awes, 

Thy  friends  promote,  thy  brother  firfl  of  thefe, 
Advancing  moft  his  honour,  intereft,  eafe ; 

So 

*  The  prophet  Daniel  was  prime  minifter  about  feventy  years 
to  the  princes  of  Babylon,  of  whom  Cyrus  was  the  laft,  wrffe 
c,<n  gaged  him  in  his  fervicc,  in  which  he,  very  probably,  died. 
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So  (hall  his  foul  with  kindred  paffions  burn, 
And  grateful  friendship  make  the  beft  return  ; 
Faithful  alike  his  counfels  and  his  arms, 
\Vhen  peace  {hall  blefs  you,  or  when  war  alarms. 

But,  O!  if  where  refpcft  her  balms  ftiould  bring, 
Pride  rears  her'creft,   and  Envy's  adders  fting  ; 
If  royal  brothers,  when  fomc  fiend  infpires, 
When  Anger  prompts,  or  when  Ambition  fires, 
Divide  themfelves,  and  with  imperious  awe 
Their  people's  hearts  to  different  factions  draw  ; 
Then  foon  will  Peace,  that  guardian  Goddefs,  fail, 
And  injur'd  Juftice  drop  her  equal  fcale  ; 
Faith,  heavenly  gueft,  forfake  her  wonted  fland, 
And  Truth  indignant  flee  the  guilty  land;  * 

In  Concord's  temple  wild  Contention  reign, 
And  madning  Fury  clank  her  broken  chain  ? 
Her  rights  fequefter'd  Freedom  (hall  deplore, 
And  Mercy's  grand  alyluni  be  no  more. 

O  !  then,  my  fons,  by  that  great  God  above  I 
By  filial  duty,  by  paternal  love! 
Let  facred  Friendship  with  you  ever  grow, 
The  beflof  bleiiings  earth  contains  below. 

Nor  think,  when  this  poor  life  away  (hall  flee, 
Your  royal  father  never  more  muft  be. 
Though  in  our  bread  the  foul's  unfecn,  ''tis  clear 
A  foul  immortal  has  exiflence  there. 

O* 
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Or  whence  has  Aftion  its  energic  fpring  ? 
Or  whence,  Reflection,    thy  excurfive  wing  ? 
Whence  all  the  dreadful  fcene  of  horror  fprcad 
Around  the  trembling  murderer's  guilty  head? 
Or  why  does  thus,  when  mortals  dare  to  fin, 
Vindictive  Confcience  ply  the  lafh  within  ? 
Why  o'er  the  grave  thofe  glaring  trophies  blaze  ? 
Why  all  the  pomp  of  monumental  praife  ? 
Vain  were  the  lofty  Mufe's  epic  drain, 
Vain  the  fad  dirge,  the  jifing  column  vain, 
If  human  fouls  mortality  mud  fhare, 
And  at  the  lad  but  vanifti  into  air. 

Our  third  for  Truth,  which  cannot  here  abite, 
Points  out  fome  clearer,  fome  more  perfect  ftate ; 
Whild  longing  Hope  dill  bids  us  calmly  die, 
And  take  our  fair  pofleffion  of  the  Iky. 

See  Innocence  with  various  cares  didrefs'd, 
Unfed,  uncloath'd,  unmanfian'd,  and  opprefs'd  ! 
See  moded  Worth,  'midd  troubles  undeferv'd! 
Admir'd,  repuls'd !  jud  pityM,  prais'd,  and  darv'dl 
Yet  dill  rejoice  the  fons  of  virtuous  Woe, 
Though  profperous  Vice  triumphant  reigns  below  j 
On  Honor's  mount  though  glares  the  perjur'd  chief, 
They  walk'd  contented  through  the  vale  of  grief! 
•—It  mud  be  fo — what  Reafoner  can  believe, 
That  fouls,  when  freed  from  bodies,  ceafe  to  live? 
Let  Age  the  weak  corporeal  frame  dcdroy, 
The  foul  furvives— this,  this  can  never  die  : 

Whilft 
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Whilft  that  inactive  moulders  in  the  tomb, 
This  flill  fhall  flourifh  in  immortal  bloom, 
Purg'd  from  all  earthly  drofs,  for  ever  rove, 
Thro'  all  th'  unbounded  tra6ls  of  happinefs  above. 

When  drowfy  ilumbcrs  o'er  the  fpirits  creep, 
Reflect,  what  Death  is,  from  its  image,  Sleep  ! 
In  airy  dreams  the  foul  then  wings  its  way, 
Freed  from  the  dull  impediments  of  clay, 
Holds  converfe  fweet  with  every  kindred  power, 
In  myrtle  grove,  or  amaranthine  bower  ; 
Thro'  worlds  unknown  quick  darts  the  vital  flame, 
And  traverfes  all  heaven,  from  whence  it  came. 

But  yet  if,  with  the  body,  rigid  Fate 
The  foul's  exiflence  fhould  annihilate, 
( How,  w  hen  fond  thoughts  the  pleafing  theme  purfue, 
Does  anxious  *  Doubt  thus  terminate  the  view  !) 
Yet  fti  11  to  God  let  pure  devotion  rife, 
All-powerful,  juft,   all-merciful,   and  wife; 
Whofe  piercing  eye  each  fecrct  fraud  detects  ; 
Whofe  wifdom  governs,  and  whofe  care  directs  i 
That  Time,  nor  Fate  hath  in  confufion  hurl'd 
The  beauty,  order,  grandeur  of  the  world. 

Hence, 

*  The  notions  of  the  wifeft  heathens,  concerning  a  future  ftate 
were  mixed  with  fuch  doubts  and  uncertainties,  that  the  rtrong- 
eit  exprcflions  of  their  philofophers  upon  this  fubjeft  are  little 
.better  than  mere  fcepticifm,  when  compared  to  the  difcoveries 
of  the  golpel,  which  alone  has  brought  life  andi  immortality  U> 
the  fulleil  light. 
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Hence,  where  fome  *  mountain,  awful  to  the  Tight, 
Rears  its  rude  fummit  to  yon  realms  of  light, 
Let  humble  pray' r,  propitiating  the  fky, 
The  body  proftrate,  or  uplift  the  eye  : 
There  glad  thankfgiving.  grateful  altars  raife  ! 
There  choral  Paeans  fwell  the  fong  of  praife  ! 

Let  no  Corruption  near  thy  palace  fpread. 
Nor  dire  Oppreffiorx  rear  her  iron  head. 
There  heav'n-born  virtues  fhall  attract  the  fight, 
Peace,  Love,  and  Charity,  divinely  bright ; 
There  Bounty  guided  by  t  Difcretion's  hand, 
Shall  deal  her  favors  to  a  grateful  land  : 
There  Truth  fhall  fmile,  in  awful  ftate  enfhrin'd, 
The  fair  refemblance  of  th'  eternal  mind, 
There  Mercy  fhall  vouchfafe  her  milder  word  : 
There  Juftice  brandifh  her  imperial  fword, 
Shall  right  the  injur'd,  and  the  weak  defend, 
Each  orphan's  guardian,  and  each  widow's  friend. 

Purfue, 

*  The  Perfians  generally  performed  their  religious  exercifes 
in  the  open  air,  on  high  places  ;  as  thinking  it  derogatory  from 
the  majeftyof  the  deity,  to  {hut  that  God  up  within  walls,  who 
fhould  have  the  earth  for  his  altar,  and  the  whole  world  for  his 

temple. 

t  It  is  a  fine  compliment  that  Pliny  pays  to  the  munificence 
of  the  Emperor  Trajan, — Augeo  principis  munus,  quum  oftendo 
liberalitati  ejus  ineffe  rationem.  Plin.  Paneg,  Traj. 
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Purfue,  great  prince,  purfue  thj  important  plan  ; 

Be  fear'd  as  monarch ;  but  be  lov'd  as  man. 

0  - 

And  when  my  foul,  fair  tenant,  flies  away 
From  this  frail  manfion  mould'ring  to  decay, 
No'coflly  pile  with  funeral  grandeur  burn; 
Nor  cull  my  afhes  for  the  pompous  urn  ; 
Far  other  honors  let  thefe  relics  have, 
The  low-delv'd  chamber  of  fome  filent  grave  ; 
Where,  when  our  gloomy  long  abode  we  fix, 
The  human  particles  with  earthly  mix, 
Whilft  beyond  Fate,  and  Fortune's  farthefl  line, 
For  ever  lives  the  particle  divine. 

Yet  make  my  *  tomb  to  future  ages  known, 
And  with  a  modeft  verfe  infcribe  the  done  : 
The  verfe  (hall  preach  fome  moral  truth  to  man— 
"  That  fortune's  various,  or  that  life's  a  fpan  ; 
**  That  vain  the  pomp  and  pageantry  of  ftate, 
<;  That  weak  the  mighty,  and  that  frail  the  great  : 
<;  Grandeur  a  bubble  !  honors  empty  all ; 
<;  That  heroes  perifh,  and  that  monarchs  fall." 

And  now,  my  friends,  receive  the  parting  view  ! 
Prefs  my  chill'd  hand,  and  bid  the  laft  adieu  ! 

Call 

*  Plutarch  tells  us,  that  Alexander,  upon  his  firft  coming 
into  Afia,  found  the  fepulchre  of  Cyrus  infcribed  with  an  epi 
taph  ;  and  was  exceedingly  affe&ed  with  fo  ferious  a  leffon  upon 
the  inability  of  all  human  affairs. 

Plut.  Life  of  Alex. 
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Call  my  dear  Perfians  round  the  folemn  bier, 
And  you,  my  -f  fello w-foldiers,  you  be  there  ! 
With  me  who  brav'd  Arabia's  pathlefs  lands, 
Bleak  Scythia's  coafts,  and  India's  burning  fands  ; 
While  flrew'don  heaps  around  the  foaming  deed, 
Or  groan'd  th'  Aifyrian,  or  expir'dthe  Mede. 
Brave  troops  !  by  whom,  as  heaven  protecting  led, 
Great  Croefus  fell,  and  proud  Belfhazzar  bled. 

But  now,  frail  Health,  how  wan  thy  rofes  fecm  ! 
In  ilower  currents  flows  the  purple  (beam  : 
No  more  thisbreafi  with  martial  rage  {ball  glow, 
Nor  rufh  all  vengeance  on  the  adverfe  foe  ; 
No  more  this  arm  the  flaming  faulchion  wield, 
Or  gather  laurels  from  the  well-fought  field  ; 
No  more — for  fee  the  dire  difeafe  prevail, 
My  nerves  all  tremble,  all  my  fpirits  fail ! 
— Ah,  why  thofe  cries  ?  fee  lovely  Reafon  near 
To  calm  the  foul,  and  wipeofF  ev'ry  tear, 
O  !   rather  all  your  wonted  joys  renew  ; 
If  life  I  leave,  I  leave  its  troubles  too  : 
For,  if  my  happy  foul  to  God  afcends, 
Or  in  mere  nothing  if  my  being  ends, 

K  Death 

t  Cyrus's  remarkable  humanity,  munificence,  and  affability 
to  his  foldiery,  are  frequently  mentioned  by  Xcnophon  ;  his 
harangues  to  them,  before  any  military  enterprize,  are  particu 
larly  fine  ;  himfclf  and  his  whole  army  went  to  prayers,  fung 
an  hymn,  and  performed  other  duties  to  heaven,  before  and 
after  battle,  and  always  made  the  Hdl  onfet  in  the  name  of 
&<v;  'Zco-i MJ  KAl  H^gfWP,  that  is.  his  country  god,  the  pro. 
teclor  and  leader. 
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Death  foon  fhall  waft  me  to  feme  unknown  fhoic} 
Where  labours  end,  and  forrows  are  no  more  : 
Where  patriot  heroes  in  the  peaceful  fhade, 
No  factions  threaten,  and  no  foes  invade; 
Where  long  oblivion,  ending  anxious  ftrifc} 
Stills  the  wild  hurry  of  a  noify  life  ; 
Or  where  all  joys  with  heart-felt  cafe  abound, 
Whilft  youthful  fpring  for  ever  blooms  around. 

Come  then,  dear  pledges  of  connubial  joy, 
Come,  give  the  fond  embrace,  and  let  me  die  ; 
Next,  to  your  mother  *  all  this  fcene  impart ; 
How  will  it  wound,  fad  tale!  her  tender  heart! 
Her  heart  by  grief  too  delicately  mov'd, 
Forever  loving,  and  for  ever  lov'd. 
Ah  !  now  what  eafe  employs  her  fofter  hours, 
Near  murmuring  fountains,  or  in  cooling  bowers 
At  Sufa's  royal  court  ?  what  princely  care 
Far  from  her  dying  lord  detains  my  fair  ? 
Where  now  that  tongue,  that  never  ceas'd  to  charm  ? 
Where  the  foil  fmile  that  ficknefs  could  difarm, 
Or  where  the  hands  my  weary  eyes  to  clofe, 
The  lafl  kind  office  in  my  laft  repofe  ? 
How  oft  I  nam'd  her  with  my  lateft  breath, 
How  blefs'dher  abfent  in  the  midft  of  death, 
Ye  confcious  flue?,  ye  lights  celeftial,  tell ! 
Farewel,  O  lovelieft  of  thy  fex,   farcwel ! 

Farewel, 

*  Cyrus  married  the  daughter  of  Cyaxares;  who  \vasa  very 
beautiful  young  princefs,  and  had  the  kingdom  of  Media  for 
her  portion. 
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Farewel,  my  chiefs,  in  my  example  fee 

"What  monarch;  general,  patriot,  friend,  fhould  be. 


ODE       TO       MORNING 

JL  HE  fprightly  mefienger  of  day 
To  Heav'n  afcending  tunes  the  lay 

That  wakes  the  blufhing  morn  : 
Chear'd  with  th'  infpiring  notes,  I  rife, 
And  hail  the  power,  whole  glad  fupplies 
The  enliven'd  plains  adorn. 

Far  hence  retire,    O  Night!    thy  praife 
Majeftic  Queen  !   in  nobler  lays 

Already  has  been  fung  : 

When  thine  own  fpheres  expire,  thy  name, 
Secure  from  time,   fhall  rife  in  fame, 

Immortaliz'd  by  Young. 

See,  while  I  fpeak,  Aurora  fheds 
Her  early  honors  o'er  the  meads, 

The  fpringing  valleys  fmile  *, 
With  chearful  heart  the  village-fwain 
Renews  the  labors  of  the  plain, 

And  meets  th'  aecuftom'd  toil. 

K  2  Day's 
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Day's  monarch  comes  to  blefs  the  year, 
Wing'd  Zephyrs  wanton  round  his  car, 

Along  th'  aethereal  road  ; 
Plenty  and  Health  attend  his  beams, 
And  Truth,  divinely  bright,  proclaims 

The  vifit  of  the  God. 

Aw'd  by  the  view,  my  foul  reveres 

The  GREAT  FIRST  CAUSE  that  bade  the  *phere« 

In  tuneful  order  move  ; 
Thine  is  the  fable-mantled  Night, 
Unfeen  Almighty  :  and  the  Light 

The  radiance  of  thy  love. 

Hark,  the  awaken'd  grove  repays 
With  melody  the  genial  rays, 

And  Echo  fp reads  the  flrain  ; 
The  ftreams  in  grateful  murmurs  run,  .  <  *t 
The  bleating  flocks  falute  the  fun, 

And  mufic  glads  the  plain. 

While  Nature  thus  her  charms  difplays, 
Let  me  enjoy  the  fragrant  breeze  ; 

The  opening  flowers  diffufe  ; 
Temp'rance  and  Innocence  attend, 
Thefe  are  your  haunts,  your  influence  lend, 

AiTociates  of  the  Mufe. 
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Riot  and  Guilt,  and  wafting  Care, 
And  fell  Revenge,  and  black  Defpair, 

Avoid  the  Morning's  light ; 
Nor  beams  the  fun,  nor  blooms  the  rofe, 
Their  refllefs  paiTions  to  compofc, 

Who  Virtue's  dictates  flight. 

Along  the  mead,  and  in  the  wood, 
And  on  the  margin  of  the  flood, 

The  Goddefs  walks.confeft  : 
She  gives  the  landfcape  power  to  charm, 
The  fun  his  genial  heat  to  warm 

The  wife  and  generous  breafh 

Happy  the  man  !   whofe  tranquil  miud 
Sees  Nature  in  her  changes  kind, 

And  pleas'd  the  whole  furveys  ; 
For  him  the  morn  benignly  fmiles, 
And  evening  (hades  reward  the  toils 

That  meafure  out  his  days. 

The  varying  year  may  fhift  the  fcene, 
The  founding  tempeft  lafh  the  main, 

And  Heaven's  own  thunders  roll  ; 
Calmly  he  views  the  burfting  dorm, 
Tempefls  nor  thunder  can  deform 

The  morning  of  his  foul. 

K  T  II  E 
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AN  E        L  .        E         G         Y, 

DESCRIBING  THE  SORROW  OF  AN  INGENUOUS 
MIND,  ON  THE  MELANCHOLY  EVENT  OF  A. 
LICENTIOUS  AMOUR. 

[SlIENSTONE.j 

WHY  mourns  my  friend!'  why  weeps,  his- 
downcafl  eye  ? 

That  eye  where  mirth,  where  fancy  us'd  to.fiiine  '» 
Thy  chearful  meads  reprove  that  fwelling  figh  : 

Spring  ne'er  enamel'd  fairer  meads  than  thin';. 

Ait  thounot  lodg'd  in  fortune's  warm  embrace  ? 

\Vert  thou  not  form'd  by  nature's  partial  cai.c  ? 
Blefs'd  in  thy  fong,  and  blefs'd  in  ev'ry  grace 

That  wins  the  friend  or  that  enchants  the  fair  ? 

Damon,  faid  he,  thy  partial  praife  re  (train  ; 

Not  Damon's  friendfhip  can  my  peace  red'oro  ; 
Alas  J  his  very  praife  awakes  my  pain, 

And  my  poor  wounded  bofom  bleeds  the  more,, 

For  O  !  that  nature  on  my  birth  had  frown'd  ! 

Or  fortune  fix'd  me  to  fome  lowly  cell  ! 
Then  had  my  bofom  fcap'd  this  fatal  wound, 

Nor  had  I  bid  thcfe  vernal  fvveets  farewcl. 
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But  led  by  fortune's  hand,  her  darling  child, 
My  youth  her  vain  licentious  blifs  admir'd  ; 

In  fortune's  train  the  fyren  flatt'ry  fmil'd, 
And  rafhly  hallow'd  all  her  queen  infpir'd. 

Of  folly  itudious,  ev'n  of  vices  vain, 
Ah,  vices  !  gilded  by  the  rich  and  gay  I 

I  ehac'd  the  guilelels  daughters  of  the  plain, 
Nor  drop'd  the  chace  till  Jelly  was  my  prey. 

Poor,  artlefs  maid  !   to  (lain  thy  fpotlefs  name, 
Expence,  and  art,  and  toil,  united  drove  ; 

To  lure  a  breaft,  that  felt  the  pureft  flame,, 
Suftain'd  by  virtue,  but  betray'd  by  love* 

School'd  in  the  fcience  of  love's  mazy  wiles, 
I  cloath'd  each  feature  with  affected  fcorn ; 

I  fpokc  of  jealous  doubts,  and  fickle  fmiles, 
And,  feigning,  left  her  anxious  and  forlorn,. 

Then,  while  the  fancy'd  rage  alarm'd  her  care, 
Warm  to  deny,  and  zealous  to  difprove : 

I  bade  my  words  the  wonted  foftnefs  wear, 
And  feiz'd  the  minute  of  returning  love* 

To  thee,.  my  Damon,  dare  I  paint  the  reft? 

Will  yet  thy  love  a  candid  ear  incline  ? 
Affur'd  that  virtue,  by  misfortune  preft, 

Feels  not  the  fharpnefs  of  a  pang  like  mine.. 

Nino- 
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Nine  envious  moons  matur'd  her  growing  fhame  ; 

Ere  while  to  flaunt  it  in  the  face  of  day  ; 
When  fcorn'd  of  virtue,  ftigmatiz'd  by  fame, 

Low  at  my  feet  defponding  Jeffy  lay. 

"   Henry,"   fhe  faid,   "  by  thy  dear  form  fubdu'd, 
See  the  fad  relics  of  a  nymph  undone  ? 

I  find,   I  find  this  rifmg  fob  renew'd, 
I  figh  in  (hades,  and  ficken  at  the  fun. 

Amid  the  dreary  gloom  of  night  I  cry, 

When  will  the  morn's  once  pleafmg  fcenes  return  ? 

Yet  what  can  morn's  returning  ray  fupply, 

But  foes  that  triumph,  or  but  friends  that  mourn  ? 

Alas  !  no  more  that  joyous  morn  appears 

That  led  the  tranquil  hours  of  fpotlefs  fame  ! 

For  I  have  fteep'd  a  father's  couch  in  tears, 

And  ting'd  a  mother's  glowing  checks  with  fhamc. 

The  vocal  birds  that  raife  their  matin  Pcrain, 
The  fportive  lambs  increafe  my  penfive  moan  ; 

All  feem  to  chafe  me  from  the  chearful  plain, 
And  talk  of  truth  and  innocence  alone. 

If  through  the  garden's  flow'ry  tribes  I  ftray, 
Where  bloom  the  jafmins  that  could  once  allure, 

Hope  not  to  find  delight  in  us,  they  fay, 
For  we  are  fpotlefs,  Jetty  ;  we  are  pure, 

Ye 
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Ye  flow'rs!   that  well  reproach  a  nymph  fo  frail, 
Say,  could  you  with  my  virgin  fame  compare? 

The  brighteft  bud  that  fcents  the  vernal  gale, 
Was  not  fo  fragrant,  and  was  not  fo  fair. 

Now  the  grave  old  alarm  the  gentler  young  ; 

And  all  my  fame's  abhorr'd  contagion  flee  : 
Trembles  each  lip,  and  faulters  ev'ry  tongue, 

That  bids  the  morn  propitious  fmile  on  me. 

Thus,  for  your  fake,  I  fhun  each  human  eye  ; 

I  bid  the  fweets  of  blooming  youth  adieu  ; 
To  die  I  languifh,  but  I  dread  to  die, 

Left  my  fad  fate  fhould  nourifh  pangs  for  you, 

Raife  me  from  earth  :  the  pains  of  want  remove, 
And  let  me  filent  feek  iome  friendly  fhore ; 

There,  only  banifh'd  from  the  form  1  love, 
My  weeping  virtues  (hall  relapfe  no  more. 

Be  but  my  friend  !   I  afk  no  dearer  name  ; 

Be  fuch  the  meed  of  foms  more  artful  fair  : 
Nor  could  it  heal  my  peace,  or  chafe  my  fhame, 

That  pity  gave  what  love  rcfus'd  to  {hare. 

Force  not  my  tongue  to  afk  its  fcanty  bread, 
Nor  hurl  thy  Jclfy  to  the  vulgar  crew  ; 

Not  fo  the  parent's  board  at  which  I  fed  ! 
Not  fuch  the  precept  from  his  lips  I  drew. 

Haply, 
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Haply,  when  age  has  filver'd  o'er  my  hair, 
Malice  may  learn  to  fcorn  fo  mean  a  fpoil  ; 

Envy  may  {light  a  face  no  longer  fair, 
And  piry  welcome  to  my  native  foil." 

She  fpokc — nor  was  I  born  of  favage  race  ; 

Nor  could  thefe  hands  a  niggard  boon  affign ; 
Grateful  {he  clafp'd  me  in  a  lafl  embrace, 

And  vow'd  to  waile  her  life  in  pray'rs  for  mine. 

I  Yaw  her  foot  the  lofty  bark  afcend  ; 

I  faw  her  bread  with  ev'ry  paffion  heave  ; 
I  left  her  torn  from  ev'ry  earthly  friend  ; 

O  !  hard  my  bofom,  which  could  bear  to  leave  ! 

Brief  let  me  be  :   the  fatal  ftorm  arofe  ; 

The  billows  rag'd  ;  the  pilot's  art  was  vain  ; 
O'er  the  tall  maft  the  circling  furgesclofe; 

My  Jeffy  floats  upon  the  wat'ry  plain  ! 

And — fee  my  youth's   impetuous  fires  decay: 
Seek  not  to  (top  reflection's  bitter  tear  ; 

But  warn  the  frolic,  andinftruft  the  gay, 
From  Jefiy  floating  on  her  wat'ry  bier  ! 


TH  E 
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THE         HERMIT, 
[PARK  zii.J 

-C  AR.  in  a  wild,  unknown  to  public  view, 
From  youth  to  age  a  rev'rend  Hermit  grew  ; 
'The  mofs  his  bed,  the  cave  his  humble  cell, 
His  food  the  fruits,  his  drink  the  chrvftal  well  ; 
Remote  from  man,    with  God  he  pafs'd  the  davs, 
Pray'r  all  his  buf'nefs,   all  his  pleafurc  praife. 

A  life  fo  facred,  fuch  ferene  repofe, 
Seem'd  heav'n  itfelf.  till  one  fuggeRion  rofe  ; 
That  vice  fhould  triumph,  virtue  vice  obey, 
This  fprung  fome  doubt  of  Providence's  fway  ; 
His  hopes  no  more  a  certain  profpeft  boaft, 
'  And  all  the  tenor  of  his  foul  is  loft  ; 
So  when  a  fmooth  expanfc  receives  imprcft, 
Calm  nature's  image  on  its  wat'ry  breaft, 
Down  bend  the  banks,  the  trees  depending  grow, 
And  fkies  beneath  with  anfw'ring  colors  glow  : 
But  if  a  done  the  gentle  fcene  divide, 
Swift  ruffling  circles  curl  on  ev'ry  fide, 
And  glimmering  fragments  of  a  broken  fun, 
Banks,  trees,  and  fkies,  in  thick  diforder  run. 

To  clear  this  doubt,  to  know  the  world  by  fight, 
To  find  if  books,  or  fwains.  report  it  right: 

(For 
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(For  yet  by  fwains  alone  the  world  he  knew, 
\Vhofe  feet  came,  wand'ring  o'er  the  nightly  dew) 
He  quits  his  cell,  the  pilgrim  ftaff  he  bore, 
And  fix'd  the  fcallop  in  his  hat  before: 
Then  with  the  fun  a  rifing  journey  went, 
Sedate  to  think,  and  watching  each  event. 

The  morn  was  wailed  in  the  pathlefs  grafs, 
And  long  and  loncibme  was  the  wild  to  pafs  ; 
But  when   the  fouthern  fun  had  warm'd  the  day, 
A  youth  came  porting  o'er  a  crofling  way ; 
His  raiment  decent,  his  complexion  fair, 
And  foft  in  graceful  ringlets  wav'd  his  hair. 
Then  near  approaching,   Father,  hail  !   he  cry'd  ; 
And  hail,  my  fon  !   the  rev'rend  fire  reply'd  ; 
Words  foHow'd  words,  from  queftion  anfwer  flow '4, 
And  talk  of  various  kind  deceiv'd  the  road  ; 
Till  each  with  other  pleas'd,  and  loth  to  part, 
While  in  their  age  they  differ,  join  in  heart  ; 
Thus  ftands  an  aged  elm  in  ivy  bound, 
Thus  youthful  ivy  clafps  an  elm  around. 

Now  funk  the  fun  ;  the  clofmg  hour  of  day 
Came  onward,  mantled  o'er  with  fober  gray  ; 
Nature  in  filence  bid  the  world  repole  ; 
When  near  the  road  a  (lately  palace  rofe  : 
There  by  the  moon  thro'  ranks  of  trees  they  pafs,    - 
Whole  verdure  crown'd  their  Hoping  fides  of  grafs. 
It  chanc'd  the  noble  mafter  of  the  dome 
Still  made  his  houfe  the  wand'ring  flranger's  home  : 

Yet 
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Yet  flill  the  kindnefs,  from  a  thrift  of  praife, 
Prov'ci  the  vain  flourifh  of  expcnfive  eafe. 
The  pair  arrive :  the  livery'd  ferv7ants  wait. 
Their  lord  receives  them  at  the  pompous  gate. 
The  table  groans  with  coftly  piles  of  food, 
And  all  is  more  than  hofpitably  good. 
Then  led  to  reft,  the  day's  long  toil  they  drown, 
Deep  funk  in  deep,  and  filk,  and  heaps  of  down. 

%  f 

At  length  'tis  morn,  and  at  the  dawn  of  day, 
Along  the  wide  canals  the  zephyrs  play  ; 
Frefh  o'er  the  gay  parterres  the  breezes  crceo, 
And  fhake  the  neighb'ririg  wood  to  banifh  deep. 
Up  rife  the  guefts,   obedient  to  the  call  : 
An  early  banquet  deck'd  the  fplendid  hall ; 
Rich  lufcious  wine  a  golden  goblet  grac'd, 
Which  the  kind  mailer  forc'd  the  guefls  to  tafte. 
Then  pleas'd  and  thankful  from  the  porch  they  go; 
And,  but  the  landlord,  none  had  caufe  of  woe  ; 
His  cup  was  vanifh'd,    for  in  fecret  guile 
The  younger  gueft  purloin'd  the  glittering  prize. 

As  one  who  fpies  a  ferpent  in  his  way, 
GlinVning  and  balking  in  the  fummer  ray, 
Diforder'd  flops  to  fhun  the  danger  near, 
Then  walks  with  faintnefs  on,  and  looks  with  fear; 
So  feem'd  the  fire  :  when  far  upon  the  road, 
The  fhining  fpoil  his  wily  partner  fhow'd. 
He  ftop'd  with  filence,  walk'd  with  trembling  heart. 
And  much  he  wifh'd,  but  durft  not  afk  to  part : 

L  Murm'ring 
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Murm'ring  he  lifts  his  eyes,  and  thinks  it  hard, 
That  gen'rous  a6lions  meet  a  bafe  reward. 

While  thus  they  pafs,  the  fun  his  glory  fhrouds, 
The  changing  fkies  hang  out  their  fable  clouds  ; 
A  found  in  air  prefag'd  approaching  rain, 
And  beads  to  covert  feud  a-crofs  the  plain. 
Warn'd  by  the  ngns,  the  wand'ring  pair  retreat, 
To  leek  for  fhelter  at  a  neighb'ring  feat. 
'Twas  built  with  turrets,  on  a  riling  ground, 
And  ftrong,   and  large,  and  unimproved  around  ; 
Its  owner's  temper,  tim'rous  and  fevere, 
Unkind  and  griping,  caus'd  a  defart  there. 
As  near  the  mifer's  heavy  doors  they  drew, 
Fierce  rifmg  gufts  with  fudden  fury  blew  ; 
The  nimble  light'ning  mix'd  with  fhow'rs  began, 
And  o'er  their  heads  loud  rolling  thunder  ran. 
Here  long  they  knock,  but  knock  or  call  in  vain, 
Driv'n  by  the  wind,    and  batter'd  by  the  rain. 
At  length  fome  pity  warm'd  the  matter's  breaft, 
('Twas  then,  his  threfhold  firft  receiv'd  a  gueft) 
Slow  creaking  turns  the  door  with  jealous  care, 
And  half  he  welcomes  in  the  fhiv'ring  pair ; 
One  frugal  faggot  lights  the  naked  walls, 
And  nature's  fervor  thro'  their  limbs  recalls ; 
Bread  of  the  coarfeft  fort,  with  eager  wine, 
(Each  hardly  granted)  ferv'd  them  both  to  dine  : 
And  when  the  tempeft  firft  appear'd  to  ceafe, 
A  ready  warning  bid  them  part  in  peace. 

With 
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With  ftill  remark  the  pond'ring  hermit  view'd 
In  one  fo  rich,  a  life  fo  poor  and  rude  ; 
And  why  fhould  fuch,  within  himfelf  he  cry'd, 
Lock  the  loft  wealth  a  thoufand  want  befide  ? 
But  what  new  marks  of  wonder  foon  took  place, 
In  ev'ry  fettling  feature  in  his  face  ! 
When  from  his  veft  the  young  companion  bore 
That  cup,  the  gen'rous  landlord  own'd  before, 
And  paid  profufely  with  the  precious  bowl 
The  ftinted  kindnefs  of  this  churlifh  foul. 

But  now  the  clouds  in  airy  tumult  fly, 
The  fun  emerging  opes  an  azure  fky  ; 
A  freflier  green  the  fmelling  leaves  difplay, 
And  glitt'ring  as  they  tremble,  chear  the  day, 
The  weather  courts  them  from  the  poor  retreat, 
And  the  glad  mafter  bolts  the  wary  gate. 
While  hence  they  walk,  the  pilgrim's  bofom  wrought 
With  all  the  travel  of  uncertain  thought ; 
His  partner's  a£h  without  their  caufe  appear, 
'Twas  there  a  vice,  and  feem'd  a  madnefs  here  ; 
Detefting  that,  and  pitying  this  he  goes. 
Loft  and  confounded  with  the  various  fhows. 

Now  night's  dim  fhades  again  involve  the  fky,  } 
Again  the  wand'rers  want  a  place  to  lie, 
Again  they  fearch,  and  find  a  lodging  nigh.  J 

The  foil  improv'd  around,  the  manfion  neat, 
And  neither  poorly  low,  nor  idly  great : 
It  feem'd  to  fpeak  its  mafter's  turn  of  mind, 
Content,  and  not  For  praife,  but  virtue  kind. 

L  2  Hither 
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Hither  the  \valkers  turn  with  weary  feet, 
Then  blefs  the  manfion,  and  the  rnafler  greet : 
Their  greeting  fair,  beftow'd  with  modeft  guile, 
Their  courteous  mailer  hears,  and  thus  replies  : 

Without  a  vain,  without  a  grudging  heart, 
To  him  who  gives  us  all,  I  yield  a  part  ; 
From  him  you  come,  from  him  accept  it  here, 
A  frank  and  fober,  more  than  coftly  cheer. 
He  fpoke,  and  bid  the  welcome  table  fpread, 
Then  talk'd  of  virtue  till  the  time  of  bed, 
When  the  grave  houfhold  round  his  hall  repair, 
Warn'd  by  a  bell,  and  clofe  the  hours  with  pray'r. 

At  length  the  world,  renew 'd  by  calm  repofe, 
Was  ftrong  for  toil,  the  dappled  morn  arofe  ; 
Before  the  pilgrims  part,  the  younger  crept, 
Near  the  clos'd  cradle  where  an  infant  flept, 
And  writh'd  its  neck  :  the  landlord's  little  pride, 
O  ftrange  return  !  grew  black,  and  gafp'd,  and  dy'd. 
Horror  of  horrors  !  What !  his  only  fon  ! 
How  look'd  our  hermit  when  the  faft  was  done  ? 
Not  hell,  though  hell's  black  jaws  in  funder  part, 
And  breathe  blue  fire,  could  more  aflault  his  heart. 

Confus'd,  arid  ftruck  with  filence  at  the  deed, 
He  flies,  but  trembling  fails  to  fly  with  fpeed. 
His  fteps  the  youth  purfues  ;  the  country  lay 
Perplex'd  with  roads,  a  fervant  fhew'd  the  way  : 

A  river 
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A  river  crofs'd  the  path  ;  the  paffage  o'er 
Was  nice  to  find ;  the  fervant  trod  before  ; 
Long  arms  of  oaks  an  open  bridge  fupply'd, 
And  deep  the  waves  beneath  the  bending  glide. 
The  youth,   who  feem'd  to  watch  a  time  to  fin, 
Approach'd  the  carelefs  guide,  and  thruft  him  in  ; 
Plunging  he  falls,  and  rifmg  lifts  his  head, 
Then  plafhing  turns,  and  finks  among  the  dead. 

Wild,  fparkling  rage  inflames  the  father's  eyes, 
He  burfts  the  bands  of  fear,  and  madly  cries, 

Detefted  wretch But  fcarce  his  fpeech  began, 

When  the  flrange  partner  feem'd  no  longer  man  : 
His  youthful  face  grew  more  ferenely  fweet, 
His  robe  turn'd  white,  and  flow'd  upon  his  feet ; 
Fair  rounds  of  radiant  points  inveft  his  hair ; 
Celeftial  odors  breathe  through  purpled  air ; 
And  wings,  whofe  colors  glitter'd  on  the  day, 
Wide  at  his  back  the  gradual  plumes  difplay ; 
The  form  ethereal  burfts  upon  his  fight, 
And  moves  in  all  the  majefly  of  light. 

Though  loud  at  firft  the  pilgrim's  paffion  grew, 
Sudden  he  gaz'd,  and  wift  not  what  to  do  ; 
Surprize  in  fecret  chains  his  words  fufpends, 
And  in  a  calm  his  fettling  temper  ends. 
But  filence  here  the  beauteous  angel  broke, 
(The  voice  of  mufic  ravifh'd  as  he  fpoke.) 

Thy  pray'r,  thy  praife,  thy  life  to  vice  unknown, 
In  fweet  memorial  rife  before  the  throne  : 

L  3  Thefe 


126  THE    BEAUTIES    OF 

Thefe  charms,  fuccefs  in  our  bright  region  find, 
And  force  an  angel  down,  to  calm  thy  mind  ; 
For  this  commiffion'd,  I  forfook  the  Iky, 
Nay,  ceafe  to  kneel Thy  fellow  fervant  I. 

Then  know  the  truth  of  government  divine, 
And  let  thefe  fcruples  be  no  longer  thine. 

The  Maker  juftly  claims  that  world  he  made, 
In  this  the  right  of  Providence  is  laid  ; 
Its  facred  majefty  through  all  depends 
On  ufing  feconcl  means  to  work  his  ends  : 
'Tis  thus,  withdrawn  in  ftate  from  human  eye, 
The  Power  exerts  his  attributes  on  high, 
Your  aftions  ufes,  nor  controls  your  will, 
And  bids  the  doubting  fons  of  men  be  ftill. 

What  ftrange  events  can  ftrike  with  more  furprize, 
Than  thofe  which  lately  {truck  thy  wond'ring  eyes  ? 
Yet  taught  by  thefe  confefs  th'  Almighty  juft, 
And  where  you  can't  unriddle,  learn  to  truft ! 

The  great,  vain  man,  who  far'd  on  coflly  food, 
Whofe  life  was  too  luxurious  to  be  good; 
Who  made  his  iv'ry  ftands  with  goblets  fhine, 
And  forc'd  his  guefts  to  morning  draughts  of"wine, 
Has,  with  the  cup,  the  gracelefs  cuftom  loft, 
And  ftill  he  welcomes,  but  with  lefs  of  coft. 

The  mean,  fufpicious  wretch,  whofe  bolted  door 
Ne'er  mov'd  in  duty  to  the  wand'ring  poor; 

With 
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With  him  I  left  the  cup,  to  teach  his  mind 
That  heaven  can  blefs,  if  mortals  will  be  kind. 
Confcious  of  wanting  worth,  he  views  the  bowl 
And  feels  compaffion  touch  his  grateful  foul. 
Thus  artifts  melt  the  fallen  ore  of  lead, 
With  heaping  coals  of  fire  upon  its  head  ? 
In  the  kind  warmth  the  metal  learns  to  glow, 
And,  loofe  from  drofs,  the  filver  runs  below. 

Long  had  our  pious  friend  in  virtue  trod, 
But  now  the  child  half-wcan'd  his  heart  from  God  ; 
(Child  of  his  age)  for  him  he  liv'd  in  pain, 
And  meafur'd  back  his  fleps  to  earth  again. 
To  what  excefles  had  his  dotage  run  ! 
But  God,  to  fave  the  father,  took  the  fon. 
To  all  but  thee,  in  fits  he  feem'd  to  go, 
(And  'twas  my  miniftry  to  deal  the  blow) 
The  poor  fond  parent,  humbled  in  the  duft, 
Now  owns,  in  tears,  the  punifhment  wasjuft. 

But  how  had  all  his  fortune  felt  a  wrack, 
Had  that  falfe  fervant  fped  in  fafety  back  ! 
This  night  his  treafur'd  heaps  he  meant  to  fteal, 
And  what  a  fund  of  charity  would  fail ! 

Thus  heav'n  inftrufts  thy  mind :    this  trial  o'er, 
Depart  in  peace,  refign,  and  fin  no  more. 

On  founding  pinions  here  the  youth  withdrew, 
The  fage  flood  wond'ring  as  the  feraph  flew. 

Thus 


128  THE   BEAUTIES   OF 

Thus  look'd  Eliflia  when  to  mount  on  high, 
His  mafter  took  the  chariot  of  the  Iky : 
The  fiery  pomp  afcending  left  the  view  ; 
The  prophet,  gaz'd,  and  wifh'd  to  follow  too. 
The  bending  hermit  here  a  pray'r  begun, 
Lord  !  as  in  heav'n,  on  earth  thy  will  be  done. 
Then  gladly  turning,  fought  his  ancient  place, 
And  pafs'd  a  life  of  piety  and  peace. 


A     NIGHT-PIECE     ON     DEATH. 

[PARNELL.] 

J3Y  the  blue  tapers  trembling  light, 
No  more  I  wafte  the  wakeful  night, 
Intent  with  endlefs  view  to  pore 
Their  fchoolmen  and  the  fages  o'er: 
Their  books  from  wifdom  widely  ftray, 
Or  point  at  bed  the  longeft  way. 
I'll  feek  a  readier  path,  and  go 
Where  wifdom's  furely  taught  below. 

How  deep  yon  azure  dyes  the  fky ! 
Where  orbs  of  gold  unnumber'd  lie, 
While  through  their  ranks  in  filver  pride 
The  nether  crefcent  feems  to  glide. 
The  flumb'ring  breeze  forgets  to  breathe, 
The  lake  is  fmooth  and  clear  beneath, 

Where 
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Where  once  again  the  fpangled  fhow 
Defcends  to  meet  our  eyes  below. 
The  grounds  which  on  the  right  afoire, 
In  dimnefs  from  the  view  retire  ; 
The  left  prefents  a  place  of  graves, 
Whole  wall  the  filent  water  laves. 
That  fleeple  guides  thy  doubtful  light 
Among  the  livid  gleams  of  night. 
There  pafs  with  melancholy  ftate, 
By  all  the  folemn  heaps  of  fate, 
And  think  as  foftly-fad  you  tread 
Above  the  venerable  dead, 
Time  was,  like  thee  they  life  pojfeft^ 
And  timeJJiall  be.  that  thou  jkalt  reft. 

Thofe  graves  with  bending  ofier  bound, 
That  namelefs  heave  the  crumbled  ground, 
Quick  to  the  glancing  thought  difclofe, 
Where  toil  and  poverty  repofe. 

The  flat  fmooth  Hones  that  bear  a  name, 
The  chiffels  llender  help  to  fame, 
(Which  e're  our  fct  of  friends  decay, 
Their  frequent  fteps  may  wear  away  ;  ) 
A  middle  race  of  mortals  own, 
Men  half  ambitious,    all  unknown. 

The  marble  tombs  that  rife  on  high, 
Whofe  dead  in  vaulted  arches  lie, 
Whofe  pillars  fwcil  with  fculptur'd  Hones, 
Arms,  angels,  epitaphs,  and  bones, 

Thefe, 
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Thefe,  all  the  poor  remains  of  flate, 
Adorn  the  rich,  or  praife  the  great ; 
Who,  while  on  earth  in  fame  they  live, 
Are  fenlelefs  of  the  fame  they  give. 

Ha  !  while  I  gaze,  pale  Cynthia  fades, 
The  burfting  earth  unveils  the  f  hades  ! 
All  flow,  and  wan,  and  wrapp'd  with  fhrouds, 
They  rife  in  vilionary  crouds, 
And  all  with  fober  accent  cry, 
Think,  mortal,  what  it  is  to  die! 

Now  from  yon  black  and  fun'ral  yew, 
That  bathes  the  charnel-houfe  with  dew, 
Methinks  I  hear  a  voice  begin  ; 
( Ye  ravens,  ceafe  your  croaking  din, 
Ye  tolling  clocks,  no  time  refound 
O'er  the  long  lake  and  midnight  ground) 
It  fends  a  peal  of  hollow  groans, 
Thus  fpeaking  from  among  the  bones. 

When  men  my  fcythe  and  darts  fupply, 
How  great  a  king  of  fears  am  I ! 
They  view  me  like  the  lafl  of  things  ; 
They  make,  and  then  they  dread  my  {lings, 
Fools!  if  you  lefs  provok'd  your  fears, 
No  more  my  fpeclre-fonn  appears. 
Death's  but  a  path  that  mufl  be  trod, 
If  man  would  ever  pafs  to  God : 
A  port  of  calms,  a  ftate  of  eafe 
From  the  rough  rage  of  fwelling  feas, 

Why 
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Why  then  thy  flowing  fable  ftoles, 
Deep  pendant  cyprefs,  mourning  poles, 
Looie  fcarfs  to  fall  athwart  thy  weeds, 
Long  palls,  drawn  hearfes,  cover'd  fteeds. 
And  plumes  of  black,  that  as  they  tread, 
Nod  o'er  the  Tcutcheons  of  the  dead  ? 

Nor  can  the  parted  body  know, 
Nor  wants  the  foul,  thefe  forms  of  woe: 
As  men  who  long  in  prifon  dwell, 
With  lamps  that  glimmer  round  the  cell, 
Whene'er  their  fuffering  years  are  run, 
Spring  forth  to  greet  the  glitt'ring  fun  : 
Such  joy,  though  far  tranfcending  fenfe, 
Have  pious  fouls  at  parting  hence. 
On  earth,  and  in  the  body  plac'd, 
A  few  and  evil  years,  they  wafte  : 
But  when  their  chains  are  caft  afide, 
See  the  glad  fcene  unfolding  wide, 
Clap  the  glad  wing,  and  tow'r  away, 
And  mingle  with  the  blaze  of  day. 


MESSIAH, 
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M          E          S          S          I          A          II. 

vv 

[POPE.] 

I  E/nymphs  of  Solyma  !  begin  the  fong  : 
To  heav'nly  themes  fublimer  ftrains  belong. 
The  mofly  fountains,  and  the  fylvan  {hades, 
The  dreams  of  Pindus  and  th'  Aonian  maids. 
Delight  no  more  —  O  thou  my  voice  infpire, 
Who  touch'd  Ifaiah's  hallow'd  lips  with  fire  ! 

Rapt  into  future  times  the  bard  begun, 
A  virgin  {hall  conceive,  a  virgin  bear  a  Son  ! 
From  Jeffe's  root  behold  a  branch  arife, 
Whofe  facred  flow'r  with  fragrance  fills  the  fkies  : 
Th'  ethereal  Spirit  o'er  its  leaves  {hall  move, 
And  on  its  top  defcends  the  myftic  dove. 
Ye  heav'ns  !   from  high  the  dewy  neftar  pour, 
And  in  foft  filence  {hed  the  kindly  {how'r  ! 
The  fick  and  weak,  the  healing  plant  {hall  aid, 
From  ftorms  a  fhelter  and  from  heat  a  {hade. 
All  crimes  {hall  ceafe,  and  ancient  fraud  {hall  fail  ; 
Returning  juflice  lift  aloft  her  fcale  ; 
Peace  o'er  the  world  her  olive  wand  extend, 
And  white  rob'd  innocence  from  heav'n  defcend. 
Swift  fly  the  years,  and  rife  th'  expected  morn  ! 
O  fpring  to  light,  aufpicious  babe  be  born  ! 

See 
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See  nature  hailes  her  carlielt  wreaths  to  bring, 
With  all  the  incenfe  of  the  breathing  fpring: 
See.  lofty'Lebanon  his  head  advance. 
See  nodding  forefts  on  the  mountains  dance, 
See  fpicy  clouds  from  lowly  Sharon  rife, 
And  Carmel's  flow'ry  top  perfumes  the  Ikies  ! 
Hark  !  a  glad  voice  the  lonely  defart  chears  I 
Prepare  the  way  !   a  God,  a  God  appears  ! 
A  God  !   a  God  !   the  vocal  hills  reply, 
The  rocks  proclaim  th'  approaching  Deity. 
Lo  earth  receives  him  from  the  bending  ikies ! 
Sink  down,  ye  mountains,  and,  ye  valleys,  rife  ; 
With  heads  declined,  ye  cedars,  homage  pay; 
Be  fmooth,  ye  rocks  :  ye  rapid  floods,  give  way  ! 
The  Saviour  comes  !   by  ancient  bards  foretold ; 
Hear  him,  ye  deaf,  and  all  ye  blind,  behold  ! 
He  from  thick  films  fhall  purge  the  vifual  ray, 
And  on  the  fightlefs  eye-ball  pour  the  day ; 
'Tis  he  th'  obftrufted  paths  of  found  fhall  clear, 
And  bid  new  muiic  charm  th'  unfolding  ear : 
The  dumb  fhall  fmg,  the  lame  his  crutch  forego, 
And  leap  exulting  like  the  bounding  roe. 
No  figh,  no  murmur  the  wide  world  fhall  hear, 
From  ev'ry  face  he  wipes  off  ev'ry  tear. 
In  adamantine  chains  fhall  Death  be  bound, 
And  hell's  grim  tyrant  feel  th'  eternal  wound. 
As  the  good  fhepherd  tends  his  fleecy  care, 
Seeks  frefheft  pafture,  and  the  purefl  air, 
Explores  the  loft,  the  wand'ring  fheep  direfts, 
By  day  o'erfees  them,  and  by  night  protefts, 
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The  tender  lambs  he  raifes  in  his  arms, 

Feeds  from  his  hand,  and  in  his  bofom  warms  ; 

Thus  (hall  mankind  his  guardian   care  engage, 

The  promis'd  father  of  the  future  age. 

No  more  fhall  nation  again  ft  nation  rife, 

Nor  ardent  warriors  meet  with  hateful  eyes, 

Nor  fields  with  gleaming  fleel  be  cover'd  o'er, 

The  brazen  trumpets  kindle  rage  no  more  ; 

But  ufelefs  lacunces  i-nto  fcythes  fhall  bend, 

And  the  broad  faulchion  in  a  plowfhare  end  ; 

Then  palaces  fhall  rife  ;  the  joyful  fon 

Shall  finifh  what  his  fhorl-liv'd  fire  begun; 

Their  vines  a  fhadow  to  their  race  fhall  yield, 

And  the  fame  hand  that  fow'd  fhall  reap  the  field. 

The  fwain  in  barren  defarts  with  furprize 

Sees  lillies  fpring,  and  fudden  verdure  rife  ; 

And  ftarts  amidft  the  thirfty  wilds  to  hear 

New  falls  of  water  murnrring  in  his  ear. 

On  rifted  rocks,  the  dragon's  late  abodes, 

The  green  reed  trembles,  and  the  bulrufh  nods. 

Wafte  fandy  valleys,  once  perplex'd  with  thorn, 

The  fpiry  fir  and  fhanely  box  adorn  ; 

To  leaflefs  fhrubs  the  flow'ring  palms  fucceed, 

And  od'rous  myrtle  to  the  noifome  weed. 

The  lambs  with  wolves  fhall  graze  the  verdant  mead, 

And  boys  in  ftow'ry  bands  the  tyger  lead; 

The  fteer  and  lion  at  one  crib  fhall  meet, 

And  harmlefs  ferpents  lick  the  pilgrim's  feet. 

The  fmiling  infant  in  his  hand  fhall  take 

The  ere  (led  bafiliik   and  fpeckled  fnake, 

Pleas'd 
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leas'd  the  green  luftre  of  the  fcales  furvey, 
^xnd  with  their  forky  tongue  fhall  innocently  play. 
Rife,  crown'd  with  light,  imperial  Salem,   rife  ! 
Exult  thy  tow'ry  head,  and  lift  thy  eyes  ! 
See  a  long  race  thy  fpacious  courts  adorn  : 
See  future  fons,  and  daughters  yet  unborn, 
In  crouding  ranks  on  cv'ry  fide  arife, 
Demanding  life,  impatient  for  the  ikies  ! 
See  barb'rous  nations  at  thy  gates  attend, 
Walk  in  thy  light,  and  in  thy  temple  bend ; 
See  thy  bright  altars  throng'd  with  pro  (Irate  kings, 
And  heap'd  with  produces  of  Saboean  fprings ! 
For  thee  Idume's  ipicy  forefts  blow, 
And  feeds  of  gold  in  Ophir's  mountains  glow. 
See  heav'n  its  fparkling  portals  wide  difplay, 
And  break  upon  thee  in  a  flood  of  day  ! 
No  more  the  rifing  fun  (hall  gild  the  morn, 
Nor  ev'ning  Cynthia  fill  her  diver  horn  ; 
But  loft,  diffolv'd  in  thy  fuperior  rays, 
One  tide  of  glory,  one  unclouded  blaze 
O'erllow  thy  courts  :  the  light  himfelf  fhall  fhine 
ReveaPd,  and  God's  eternal  day  be  thine ! 
The  feas  fhall  wade,  the  (lues  in  fmoke  decay, 
Rocks  fall  to  dud,  and  mountains  melt  away  ; 
But  Hx'd  his  word,  his  faving  pow'r  remains; 
Thy  realm  for  ever  lads,  thy  own  Mefliah  reigns  ! 
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AN  ELEGY, 

WRITTEN    IN    A    COUNTRY     CHURCH-YARD. 

[GRAY.] 

JL  HE  curfew  tolls  the  knell  of  parting  day, 
The  lowing  Herd  wind  {lowly  o'er  the  lea  ; 
The  plowman  homewards  plods  his  weary  way, 
And  leaves  the  world  to  darknefs  and  to  me. 

Now  fades  the  glimm'ring  landscape  on  the  fight, 
And  all  the  air  a  folemn  ftilnefs  holds, 

Save  where  the  beetle  wheels  his  drony  flight, 
And  drowfy  tinklings  lull  the  diftant  folds  ; 

Save  that  from  yonder  ivy-mantled  tow'r 

The  moping  owl  does  to  the  moon  complain, 

Of  fuch  as,  wand'ring  near  her  fecret  bow'r, 
Moleft  her  antient  folitary  reign. 

Beneath  thofe  rugged  elms,  that  yew-tree's  (hade, 
Where  heaves  the  turf  in  many  a  mould'  ring  heap, 

Each  in  his  narrow  cell  for  ever  laid, 
The  rude  forefathers  of  the  hamlet  ueep. 
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The  breezy  call  of  incenfe-breathing  morn, 

The  fwallow  twitt'ring  from  the  ftraw-built  (lied, 

The  cock's  fhrill  clarion,  or  the  echoing  horn, 
No  more  fhall  roufe  them  from  their  lowly  bed. 

For  them  no  more  the  blazing  hearth  fhall  burn,"*,  **/*(<    /J 
Or  bufy  houfewife  ply  her  ev'ning  care  :  «?£,  ,",//£  7- 

No  children  run  to  lifp  their  fire's  return,  _^ 

Or  climb  his  knees  the  envy'd  kifs  to  {hare.  J         "   ' 

Oft  did  the  harveft  to  their  fickle  yield, 

Their  furrow  oft  the  flubborn  glebe  has  broke ; 

How  jocund  did  they  drive  their  teams  afield  ! 
How  bow'd  the  woods  beneath  their  flurdy  ftrokc ! 

Let  not  ambition  mock  their  ufeful  toil, 

Their  homely  joys,  and  defliny  obfcure  ; 
Nor  grandeur  hear  with  a  difdairiful  fmile, 

The  fhort  and  fimple  annals  of  the  poor. 

The  bcaft  of  heraldry,  the  pomp  of  pow'r, 

And  all  that  beauty,  all  that  wealth  e'er  gave. 

Await  alike  th'  inevitable  hour, 

The  paths  of  glory  lead  but  to  the  grave. 

Nor  you,  ye  proud,  impute  to  thefe  the  fault, 

If  mem'ry  o'er  their  tomb  no  trophies  raife, 
Where  thro'  the  long-drawn  ileand  fretted  vault 

The  pealing  anthem  fwells  the  note  pf  praife. 

M  3  Can 
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Can  flory'd  urn  or  animated  buft 

Back  to  its  manfion  call  the  fleeting  breath  r4 
Can  honor's  voice  provoke  the  filent  dull, 

Or  ilatt'ry  foothe  the  dull  cold  ear  of  Death  ? 

Perhaps  in  this  negle&ed  fpot  is  laid 

Some  heart  once  pregnant  with  celedial  fire  ; 

Hands,  that  the  rod  of  empire  might  have  fway'd,. 
Or  wak'd  to  extaly  the  living  lyre. 

But  knowledge  to  their  eyes  her  ample  page 
Rich  with  the  fpoils  of  time  did  ne'er  unroll ; 

Chill  penury  reprefs'd  their  noble  rage, 
And  froze  the  genial  current  of  the  foul. ' 

Full  many  a  gem  of  pureft  ray  ferene, 

The  dark  unfathom'd  caves  of  ocean  bear  ; 

Full  many  a  flow'r  is  born  to  blufh  unfeen? 
And  wafte  its  fweetnefs  on  the  defart  air. 

Some  village-Hampden,  that  with  dauntlefs  breail 
The  little  tyrant  of  his  fields  with  flood  ; 

Some  mute  inglorious  Milton  here  may  reft, 

Some  Cromwell  guiltlefs  of  his  country's  blood. 

Th'applaufe  of  lift'ning  fenates  to  command, 
The  threats  of  pain  and  ruin  to  defpife, 

To  fcatter  plenty  o'er  a  fmiling  land, 

And  read  their  hifl'ry  in  a  nation's  eyes, 

Tbeir 
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heit  lot  forbad  :  nor  circumfcrib'd  alone 
Their  growing  virtues,  but  their  crimes  confm'd » 
Forbad  to  wade  through  {laughter  to  a  throne, 
And  {hut  the  gates  of  mercy  on  mankind. 

The  ftruggling  pangs  of  confcious  truth  to  hide, 
To  quench  the  blufhes  of  ingenuous  fhame, 

Or  heap  the  fnrine  of  luxury  and  pride 
With  incenfe  kindled  at  the  Mufe's  flame. 

Far  from  the  madding  crowd's  ignoble  ftrife, 
Their  fober  wifhes  never  learnt  to  ftray  ; 

Along  the  cool  fequefter'd  vale  of  life 

They  kept  the  noifelefs  tenor  of  their  way. 

Yet  ev'ri  thefe  bones  from  infult  to  prote6t 
Some  frail  memorial  ftill  erefted  nigh, 

With  uncouth  rhimes  and  fhapelefs  fculpture  deck'd, 
Implores  the  p  ailing  tribute  of  a  figh. 

Their  name,  their  years,  fpelt  by  th'  unletter'd  Mufe, 

The  place  of  fame  and  elegy  fupply  ; 
And  many  a  holy  text  around  fhe  ftrews, 

That  teach  the  ruftic  maralift  to  die. 

For  who  to  dumb  forgetfulnefs  a  prey, 

{This  pleadng  anxious  being  e'er  refign'd, 
Left  the  warm  precin&s  of  the  chearful  day, 
Nor  can;  one  longing  ling'ring  look  behind? 


On 
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On  Tome  fond  bread  the  parting  foul  relies, 
Some  pious  drops  the  doling  eye  requires ; 

Ev'n  from  the  tomb  the  voice  of  nature  cries, 
Ev'n  in  our  afhes  live  their  wonted  fires. 

For  thee,  who  mindful  of  th'  unhonor'd  dead, 
Doft  in  thefe  lines  their  artlefs  tale  relate ; 

If  chance,  by  lonely  contemplation  led, 
Some  kindred  fpirit  fhall  enquire  thy  fate, 

Haply,  fome  hoary-headed  fwain  may  fay, 
"  Oft  have  we  ieen  him  at  the  peep  of  dawn 

"  Brufhing  with  hafty  fteps  the  dews  away, 
"  To  meet  the  fun  upon  the  upland  lawn. 

"  There  at  the  foot  of  yonder  nodding  beech 
"  That  wreathes    its  old  fantaftic  roots  fo  high, 

"  His  liftlefs  length  at  noon-tide  would  he  flretch, 
"  And  pore  upon  the  brook  that  babbles  by. 

"  Hard  by  yon  wood,  now  fmiling  as  in  fcorn, 
"  Mutt'ring  his  wayward  fancies  he  would  rove  ; 

"  Now  drooping,  woeful  wan,  like  one  forlorn, 
"  Or  craz'd  with  care,  or  crofs'din  hopelefs  love. 

"  One  morn  I  mifs'd  him  on  the  'cuftom'd  hill, 
"  Along  the  heath,  and  near  his  fav'rite  tree  ; 

"  Another  came  ;  nor  yet  befide  the  rill, 

«  Nor  up  the  lawn,  nor  at  the  wood  was  he. 

«  The 
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"  The  next,  with  dirges  due  in  fad  array, 

"   Slow  thro'  the  church-way   path  we    faw  him 
borne, 

"  Approach  and  read  (for  thou  canft  read)  the  lay, 
"  Grav'd  on  the  ftone  beneath  yon  aged  thorn. 

THE     EPITAPH. 


'  A  1ERE  refls  his  head  upon  the  lap  of  earth, 
"  A  y0{\th  to  fortune  and  to  fame  unknown  ; 

'  Fair  fcience  frown'd  not  on  his  humble  birth, 
"  And  melancholy  mark'd  him  for  her  own. 


"  Large  was  his  bounty  and  his  foul  fmccrc, 
"  Heav'n  did  a  recomperice  as  largely  fend  : 

"  He  gave  to  mis'ry  all  he  had,  a  tear, 

"  He  gain'd  from  heav'n  ('twas  all  he  wifh'd)   a 
friend. 

';  No  farther  feek  his  merits  to  difclofe, 

"  Or  draw  his  frailties  from  their  dread  abode, 

"  (There  they  alike  in  trembling  hope  repofe) 
"  The  bufom  of  his  father  and  his  God." 


To 
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To   THE    RIGHT    HONORABLE    THE    EARL    OF 

W  A  R  W   I   C   K,       ON       THE      DEATH      OF     MR. 

A  D  D  I  S  O  N. 

[TlCKELL.J 

IF,  dumb  too  long,  the  drooping  Mufe  hath  (laid, 

And  left  her  debt  to  Addifon  unpaid  ; 

Blame  not  her  filence,  Warwick,  but  bemoan, 

And  judge,  O  judge,  my  bofom  by  your  own. 

What  mourner  ever  felt  poetic  fires  ! 

Slow  comes  the  verfe  that  real  woe  infpires  : 

Grief  unaffected  fuits  but  ill  with  art, 

Or  flowing  numbers  with  a  bleeding  heart. 

Can  I  forget  the  difmal  night,  that  gave 
My  foul's  heft  part  for  ever  to  the  grave  ! 
How  filent  did  his  old  companions  tread, 
By  midnight  lamps,  the  manfions  of  the  dead, 
Through  breathing  ftatues,  then  unheeded  things, 
Thro'  rows  of  warriors,  and  through  walks  of  kings! 
What  awe  did  the  flow  folemn  knell  infpire  ; 
The  pealing  organ,  and  the  paufmg  choir: 
The  duties  by  the  lawn-rob'd  prelate  paid, 
And  the  laft  words  that  duft  to  dud  convey'd  ! 
While  fpeechlefs  o'er  thy  clofmg  grave  we  bend, 
Accept  thefe  tears,  thou  dear  departed  friend  ! 

O,  gone 
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O,  gone  for  ever,  take  this  long  adieu ; 

And  deep  in  peace,  next  thy  lov'd  Montague  ! 

To  ftrew  frefn  laurels,  let  the  tafk  be  mine, 
A  frequent  pilgrim  at  thy  facred  fhrine  ; 
Mine  with  true  fighs  thy  abfence  to  bemoan, 
And  grave  with  faithful  epitaphs  thy  ftone. 
If  e'er  from  me  thy  lov'd  memorial  part, 
May  fhame  afflift  this  alienated  heart; 
Of  thee  forgetful  if  I  form  a  fong, 
My  lyre  be  broken,  and  untun'd  my  tongue, 
My  grief  be  doubled,  from  thy  image  free, 
And  mirth  a  torment  unchaftis'd  by  thee. 

Oft  let  me  range  the  gloomy  iles  alone, 
(Sad  luxury!  to  vulgar  minds  unknown) 
Along  the  walls  where  fpeaking  marbles  fhow 
What  worthies  form  the  hallow'd  mould  below : 
Proud  names  who  once  the  reins  of  empire  held  ; 
In  arms  who  triumph'd,  or  in  arts  excell'd  ; 
Chiefs,  grac'd  with  fears,  and  prodigal  of  blood  ; 
Stern  patriots,  who  for  facred  freedom  flood ; 
Juft  men,  by  whom  impartial  laws  were  giv'n  : 
And  faints,  who  taught  and  led  the  way  to  heav'n. 
Ne'er  to  thefe  chambers,  where  the  mighty  reft, 
Since  their  foundation,  came  a  nobler  gueft ; 
Nor  e'er  was  to  the  bowers  of  blifs  convey 'd 
A  fairer  fpirit,  or  more  welcome  {hade. 

In  what  new  region,  to  the  juft  affign'd, 
What  new  employments  pleafe  th'  unbody'd  mind  ? 

A  winged 
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A  winged  virtue,  through  th'  ethereal  fky, 

From  world  to  world  unweary'd  does  he  fly, 

Or  curious  trace  the  long  laborious  maze 

Of  heav'n's  decrees,  where  wond'ring  angels  gaze  ? 

Does  he  delight  to  hear  bold  feraphs  tell. 

How  Michael  battled,  and  the  Dragon  fell  ? 

Or,  mix'd  with  milder  cherubim,  to  glow 

In  hymns  of  love,   not  ill  eifay'd  below  ? 

Or  doft  thou  warn  poor  mortals  left  behind, 

A  talk  well  fuited  to  thy  gentle  mind  ? 

O,  if  fometimes  thy  fpotlefs  form  defcend, 

To  me  thy  aid,  thou  guardian  genius,  lend  ! 

^Vhen  age  mifguides  me,  or  when  fear  alarms. 

When  pain  diftrefles,  or  when  pleafure  charms, 

In  filent  whifp'rings  purer  thoughts  impart, 

And  turn  from  ill  a  frail  and  feeble  heart ; 

Lead  through  the  paths  thy  virtue  trod  before, 

Till  blifs  lhall  join,  nor  death  can  part  us  more. 

That  awful  form  (which,  fo  the  heav'ns  decree, 

Muft  ftill  be  lov'd,  and  Hill  deplor'd  by  me) 

In  nightly  vifions  feldom  fails  to  rife, 

Or,  rous'd  by  fancy,  meets  my  waking  eyes. 

If  buf 'nefs  calls,  or  crowded  courts  invite, 

Th'  unblemifh'd  ftatefman  feems  to  ftrike  my  fight ; 

If  penfive  to  the  rural  fhades  I  rove, 

His  fhape  o'ertakes  me  in  the  lonely  grove  : 

'Twas  there  of  juft  and  good  he  rcafon'd  ftrong, 

Clear'd  fome  great  truths,  or  rais'd  fome  ferious  fong ; 

There  patient  fhow'd  us  the  wife  courfe  to  fleer, 

A  candid  cenfor,  and  a  friend  fmcere ; 

There 
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icre  taught  as  how  to  live  ;  and   (O  !  too  high 
e  price  for  knowledge)  taught  us  how  to  die. 


Thou  hill,  whofe  brow  the'antique  (Iru&ures  grace, 
Rear'd  by  bold  chiefs  of  Warwick's  noble  race, 
Why,  once  fo  lov'd,  whene'er  thy  bow'r  appears, 
O'er  my  dim  eye-balls  glance  the  fudden  tears ! 
How  fweet  were   once  thy  profpefts  frefh  and  fair, 
Thy  Hoping  walks,  and  unpolluted  air  ! 
How  fweet  the  glooms  benrath  thy  aged  trees, 
Thy  noon-tide  fhadow,  and  the  ev'ning  breeze! 
His  image  thy  forfaken  bow'rs  reftore  ; 
Thy  walks  and  airy  profpefts  charm  no  more  ; 
No  more  the  fummer  in  thy  gloom's  allay 'd, 
Thy  ev;ning  breezes,  and  thy  noon-day  {hade. 

From  other  ills,  however  fortune  frowned, 
Some  refuge  in  the  Mufe's  art  I  found  ; 
Reluctant  now  I  touch  the  trembling  firing, 
Bereft  of  him  who  taught  me  how  to  fing  ; 
And  thefe  fad  accents,  murmur  d  o'er  his  urn, 
Betray  that  ab fence  they  attempt  to  mourn. 
O  !  muft  I  then  (now  frefh  my  bofom  bleeds, 
And  Craggs  in  death  to  Addifon  fucceeds) 
The  verfe,  begun  to  one  loft  friend,  belong. 
And  weep  a  fecond  in  th'  unfinifh'd  fong ! 
Thefe  words  divine,  which,  on  his  death -bed  laid. 
To  thee,  O  Craggs,  th'  expiring  fage  convey'd. 
Great,  but  ill-omen'd  monument  of  fame, 
Nor  he  furviv'd  to  give,    nor  thou  to  claim. 

N  Swift 
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Swift  after  him  thy  focial  fpirit  flies, 
And  clofe  to  his,  how  foon  !  thy  coffin  lies. 
Blcfl  pair !  whofe  union  future  bards  (hall  tell 
•In  future  tongues  :    each  other's  boafl !  farewel. 
Farewel  !   whom  join'd  in  fame,  in  friendfhip  try'd, 
No  chance  could  fever,  nor  the  grave  divide. 


REFLEXIONS. 

[  BY  A  CLERGYMAN  IN  VIRGINIA,  RETURNING 
HOME  FROM  HIS  DUTY  IN  A  VERY  GLOOMY 
NIGHT.]] 

V^OME,  heav'rily  penfive  contemplation,  come, 

Poffefs  my  foul,  and  folemn  thoughts  infpire  ! 

The  facred  hours,  that  with  too  fwift  a  wing 

Inceffant  hurry  by,  nor  quite  elaps'd, 

Demand  a  ferious  clofe  ;  then  be  my  foul 

Sedate  and  folemn,  as  this  gloom  of  night 

That  thickens  round  me.   Free  from  care,  compos'd 

Be  all  my  foul,  as  this  dread  folitude, 

Through  which  with  gloomy  joy  I  make  my  way. 

Above  thefe  clouds,  above  the  fpacious  fky, 

In  whofe  vaft  arch  thcfe  cloudy  oceans  roll, 

Difpenfing  fatnefs  to  the  world  below  ; 

There  dwells  the  Majefty,  whofe  fingle  hand 

Props  univerfal  nature,  and  Who  deals 

His 
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His  liberal  bleflings  to  this  little  globe, 
The  reiidencc  of  worms  ;  where  Adam's  fons, 
Thoughtlefs  of  him  who  taught  their  fouls  to  think, 
Ramble  in  vain  purfuits.     The  hofts  of  heav'n, 
Cherubs  and  feraphs,  potentates  and  thrones, 
Array ?d  in  glorious  light,  hover  on  wing 
Before  his  throne,  and  wait  his  fov'rati  nod: 
With  aaive  zeal,  with  facrcd  rapture  fir'd, 
To  his  extcnfive  empire's  utmoft  bound 
They  bear  his  orders,  and  his  charge  perform. 
Yet  he,  ev'n  he  (ye  minifters  of  (lame, 
Admire  the  condefcenfion  and  the  grace !) 
Employs  a  mortal,  form'dof  meaneft  clay, 
Debas'd  by  fin,  whofe  belt  defert  is  hell, 
Employs  him  to  proclaim  a  Saviour's  name, 
And  offer  pardon  to  a  rebel  world. 
This  day  my  tongue,  the  glory  of  my  frame, 
Enjoy 'd  the  honor  of  his  advocate  : 
Immortal  fouls,  of  more  tranfcendent  worth 
Than  Ophir,  or  Peru's  exhauftlefs  mines, 
Are  trufted  to  my  care.     Important  truft  ! 
What  if  fome  wretched  foul,  (tremendous  thought  !•) 
Once  favor'd  with  the  gofpel's  joyful  founi, 
Now  loft,  for  ever  loft  through  my  negleft, 
In  dire  infernal  glooms,  with  flaming  tongue, 
Be  heaping  execrations  on  my  head, 
Whilft  here  fccure  I  dream  my  life  away! 
What  if  fome  ghoft,  cut  off  from  life  and  hope, 
With  fierce  defpairing  eyes  upturn'd  to  heav'-n. 
That  wildly  flare,  and  witnefs  horrors  huge, 

N  2  Be 
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Be  roaring  horrid,  "  Lord,  avenge  my  blood 

"  On  that  unpitying  wretch,  who  faw  me  run 

"  With  full  career,  the  dire  inchanting  road 

"  To  thefe  devouring  flames,  yet  warn'd  me  not : 

"  Or  faintly  warn'd  me,  and  with  languid  tone, 

"  And  cool  harangue,  denounc'd  eternal  fire, 

"  And  wrath  divine!"  At  the  dread  fhocking  thought 

My  fpirit  fhudders,  all  my  inmoft  foul 

Trembles  and  fhrinks.     Sure,  if  the  plaintive  cries 

Of  fpirits  reprobate  can  reach  the  ear 

Of  their  great  Judge,  they  mufl  be  cries  like  thefe. 

But  if  the  meaneft  of  that  happy  choir, 

That  with  eternal  fymphonies  furround 

The  heav'nly  throne,  can  Hand,  and  thus  declare, 

"  I  owe  it  to  his  care  that  I  am  here, 

"  Next  to  Almighty  grace  :   his  faithful  hand, 

"  Regardlefs  of  the  frowns  he  might  incur, 

"  Snatch'd  me,  reluftant,   from  approaching  flames, 

"  Ready  to  catch,  and  burn  unquenchable. 

4;  May  richefl  grace  reward  his  pious  zeal 

"  With  fome  bright  manfion  in  this  world  of  blifs !" 

Tranfporting  thought !  Then  blefled  be  the  hand 

That  form'd  my  elemental  clay  to  man, 

And  {till  fupports  me  !   'Tis  worth  while  to  live, 

If  I  may  live  to  purpofes  fo  great. 

Awake,  my  dormant  zeal !  for  ever  flame 

With  gen'rous  ardor  for  immortal  fouls ; 

And  may  my  head,  and  tongue,  and  heart,  and  all, 

Spend  and  be  fpent  in  fervice  fo  divine ! 

BE  D- 
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B  E  D  L  A  M. 

[FITZGERALD.] 

VV  HERE  proud  Augufta,  bled  with  long  repofe, 
Her  ancient  wall,  and  ruin'd  bulwark  fhows  ; 
Clofe  by  a  verdant  plain,  with  graceful  height 
A  {lately  fabric  rifes  to  the  fight. 
Yet  though  its  parts  all  elegantly  fhine. 
And  fweet  proportion  crowns  the  whole  dcfign  ; 
Though  art,  in  flrong  expreffive  fculpture  fhown, 
Confummate  art  informs  the  breathing  ftone  : 
Far  other  views  than  thcfe  within  appear. 
And  woe  and  horror  dwell  for  ever  here. 
For  ever  from  the  echoing  roofs  rebounds. 
A  dreadful  din  of  heterogeneous  founds  ; 
From  this,  from  that,   from  ev'ry  quarter  rife 
Loud  ihouts,  and  fallen  groans,  and  doleful  cries ; 
Heart-foft'ning  plaints  demand  the  pitying  tear, 
And  peals  of  hideous  laughter  fhock  the  ear. 

Thus,  when  in  fome  fair  human  form  we  find 
The  lufts  all  rampant,  and  the  reafon  blind, 
Griev'd  we  behold  fuch  beauty  giv'n  in  vain, 
And  nature's  faireft  work  furvey  with  pain. 

N  3  Within 
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Within  the  chambers  which  this  dome  contains, 
In  all  her  frantic  forms  Diftraftion  reigns. 
For  when  the  fenfe  from  various  objects  brings, 
Through  organs  craz'd,  the  images  of  things  ; 
Ideas,  all  extravagant  and  vain, 
In  endlefs  fwarms,  crowd  in  upon  the  brain  : 
The  cheated  reafon  true  and  falfe  confounds, 
And  forms  her  notions  from  fantaftic  grounds. 
Then  if  the  blood  impetuous  fwells  the  veins, 
And  choler  in  the  conftitution  reigns, 
Outrageous  fury  ftrait  inflames  the  foul, 
Quick  beats  the  pulfc,   and  fierce  the  eye-balls  roll ; 
Rattling  his  chains  the  wretch  all  raving  lies, 
And  roars  and  foams  ;  and  earth  and  heav'n  defies. 
Not  fo,  when  gloomy  the  black  bile  prevails, 
And  lumpifh  phlegm  the  thick eii'd  mafs  congeals  : 
All  lifelefs  then  is  the  poor  patient  found, 
And  fits  for  ever  moping  on  the  ground  ; 
His  a&ive  pow'rs  their  ufes  all  forego, 
Nor  fenfes,  tongue,  nor  limbs  their  function  know. 
In  melancholy  loft,  the  vital  flame 
Informs,  and  juft  informs  the  liftlefs  frame. 
If  brifk  the  circulating  tides  advance, 
And  nimble  fpirits  through  the  fibres  dance, 
Then  all  the  images  delightful  rife, 
The  tickled  fancy  fparkles  through  the  eyes  : 
The  mortal,  all  to  mirth  and  joy  refign'd, 
In  ev'ry  gefture  ihews  his  freakifh  mind; 
Frolic  and  free,  he  laughs  at  fortune's  pow'r, 
And  plays  a  thoufand  gambols  in  an  hour. 

Now 
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Now  ent'ring  in,  my  Mufe,  thy  theme  purfue, 
And  all  the  dome,  and  each  apartment  view. 

Within  this  lonely  lodge,  in  folemn  port, 
A  fhiv'ring  monarch  keeps  his  awful  court, 
And  far  and  wide,  as  boundlefs  thought  can  fhray, 
Extends  a  vaft  imaginary  (way. 
Utopian  princes  bow  before  his  throne,  ^ 

Lands  unexifting  his  dominion  own,  L 

And  airy  realms,  and  regions  in  the  moon.  J 

The  pride  of  dignity,  the  pomp  of  (late, 
The  darling  glories  of  the  envy'd  great, 
Rife  to  his  view,  and  in  his  fancy   fwell, 
And  guards  and  courtiers  crowd  his  empty  cell. 
See  how  he  walks  majeftic  through  the  throna; 
(Behind  he  trails  his  tatter'd  robes  along) 
And  cheaply  bleft,  and  innocently  vain, 
Enjoys  the  dear  dclufion  of  his  brain, 
In  this  fmall  fpot  expatiates  unconfin'd, 
Supreme  of  monarclls,  firft  of  human  kind. 

Such  joyful  extafy  as  this  poffeft 
On  fomc  triumphal  day,  great  Caefar's  breaft  ; 
Great  Cacfar,  fcarce  beneath  the  gods  ador'd, 
Tlie  world's  proud  viftor,  Rome's  imperial  lord, 
With  all  his  glories  in  their  utmoft  height, 
And  all  his  pow'r  difplay'd  before  his  fight ; 
Unnumber'd  trophies  grace  the  pompous  train, 
And  captive  kings  indignant  drag  their  chain. 

With 
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With  laurel'd  cnfigns  glitt'ring  from  afar, 
His  legions,  glorious  partners  of  the  war, 
His  conqu'ring  legions  march  behind  the  golden 


car  : 


Whilft  fhouts  on  fhouts  from  gather'd  nations  rife, 
And  endlefs  acclamations  rend  the  flues. 
For  this  to  vex  mankind  with  dire  alarms, 
Urging  with  rapid  fpecd  his  reftlefs  arms, 
From  clime  to  clime  the  mighty  madman  flew, 
Nor  tafted  quiet,  nor  contentment  knew, 
But  fprcad  wild  ravage  all  the  world  abroad, 
The  plague  of  nations,  and  the  fcourge  of  God. 

Poor  Cloe — whom  yon  little  cell  contains, 
Of  broken  vows  and  faithlefs  man  complains  : 
Her  heaving  bofom  fpeaks  her  inward  woe  ; 
Her  tears  in  melancholy  filence  flow. 
Yet  Hill  her  fond  defires  tumultuous  rife, 
Melt  her  fad  foul,  and  languifh  in  her  eyes, 
And  from  her  wild  ideas  as  they  rove, 
To  all  the  tender  images  of  love  : 
And  ftill  fhe  foothes  and  feeds  the  flatt'ring  pain, 
Falfe  as  he  is,  ftill,  ftill  fhe  loves  her  fwain, 
To  hopelefs  paflions  yields  her  heart  a  prey; 
And  fighs  and  fings  the  livelong  hours  away. 

So  mourns  th'  imprifon'd  lark  his  haplefs  fate, 
In  love's  foft  feafon  ravifh'd  from  his  mate, 
Fondly  fatigues  his  unavailing  rage, 
And  hops  and  flutters  round  and  round  his  cage,. 

And 
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And  moans  and  droops,  with  pining  grief  oppreft, 
Whilil  i'weet  complainings   warble  from  his  bread, 

Lo  !   here  a  wretch  to  avarice   refign'd, 
'Midft  gather'd  f craps,  and  fhreds,  and  rags  confin'd; 
His  riches  thefe — for  thefe  he  rakes  and  fpares, 
Thefc  rack  his  bofom,   thefe  engrofs  his  cares  ; 
O'er  thefe  he  broods,  for  ever  void  of  reft, 
And  hugs  the  fneaking  pafnon  of  his  breaft. 
See,  from  himfelf  the  fordid  niggard  deals, 
Referves  large  fcantlings  from  his  (lender  meals  ; 
Scarce  to  his  bowels  half  their  due  affords. 
And  ftarves  his  carcafe  to  increafe  his  hoards, 
Till  to  huge  heaps  the  treafur'd  offals  fwell, 
And  (link  in  ev'ry  corner  of  his  cell. 
And  thus  with  wond'rous  wifdom  he  purveys 
Againft  contingent  want  and  rainy  days, 
And  fcorns  the  fools  that  dread  not  to  be  poor, 
But  eat  their  morfel,  and  enjoy  their  (lore. 

Behold  a  fage  !   immers'ci  in  thought  profound  : 
For  fcience  he,   for  various  fkill  renown'd. 
At  no  mean  ends  his  fpeculations  aim, 
(Vile  pelf  he  fcorns,   nor  covets  empty  fame) 
The  public  good,  the  welfare  of  mankind 
Employ  the  gen'rous  labor  of  his  mind. 
For  this  his  rich  imagination  teems 
With  rare  inventions  and  important  fchemes ; 
All  day  his  clofe  attention  he  applies, 
Nor  gives  he  midnight  {lumbers  to  his  eyes ; 

Content 
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Content  of  this,  his  toilfome  ftudies  crown, 

And  for  the  world's  repofe  neglects  his  own. 

All  nature's  fecret  caufes  he  explores, 

The  laws  of  motion,  and  mechanic  pow'rs  : 

Hence  ev'n  the  elements  his  art  obey, 

O'er  earth,  o'er  fire,  he  fpreads  his  wond'rous 

fway, 

And  thro'  the  liquid  fky,  and  o'er  the  wat'iy  way 
Hence  ever  pregnant  with  fome  vaft  defign, 
He  drains  the  moor-land,  or  he  links  the  mine, 
Or  levels  lofty  mountains  to  the  plain, 
Or  flops  true  roaring  torrents  of  the  main  •, 
Forc'd  up  by  fire  he  bids  the  water  rife, 
And  points  his  courfe  reverted  to  the  fkies. 
His  ready  fancy  ftill  fupplics  the  means, 
Forces  his  tools,   and  fixes  his  machines, 
Erefts  his  iluices,  and  his  mounds  fuflains, 
And  whirls  perpetual  windmills  in  his  brains. 
All  problems  has  his  lively  thought  fubdu'd, 
Meafur'd  the  ftars,  and  found  the  longitude, 
And  fquar'd  the  circle,  and  the  titles  explained, 
The  grand  arcanum  once  he  had  attain 'd, 
Had  quite  attain'd,  but  that  a  pipkin  broke, 
And  all  his  golden  hopes  expir'd  in  fmoke. 
And  once,  his  foul  inilam'd  with  patriot  zeal, 
A  fcheme  he  finiftvd  for  his  country's  weal : 
This  in  a  private  conference  made  known, 
A  ftatefman  ftole,  and  us'dit  for  his  own, 
And  then  O  bafenefs  !   the  deceit  fo  blind, 
Our  poor  projector  in  this  jail  confin'd. 


The 


THE    POETS.  155 

The  Mufe  forbears  to  viiit  ev'ry  cell, 
Each  form,  each  objeft  of  diftrefs  to  tell ; 
To  (hew  the  fopling  curious  in  his  drefs, 
Gaily  trick'd  out  in  gaudy  raggednefs  : 
The  poet,  ever  wrapt  in  glorious  dreams 
Of  Pagan  gods,  and  Heliconian  dreams  : 
The  wild  enthufiaft,  that  defparing  fees 
Predeftin'd  wrath,  and  heav'n's  fevere  decrees  ; 
Thro'  thefe,  thro'  more  fad  fcenes  fhe  grieves  to  go, 
And  paint  the  whole  variety  of  woe. 

Mean  time,  on  thefe  refleft  with  kind  concern, 
And  hence  this  juft,  this  ufeful  leffon  learn  : 
If  fbrong  deiires  thy  reaf'ning  pow'rs  control ; 
If  arbitrary  paflions  fway  thy  foul ; 
If  pride,  if  envy,  if  the  luft  of  gain, 
If  wild  ambition  in  thy  bofom  reign, 
Alas  !  thou  vaunt' ft  thy  fober  fenfe  in  vain  : 
In  thefe  poor  Bedlamites  thyfelf  furvey, 
Thyfelfj  lefs  innocently  mad  than  they. 


KNOW 
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KNOW       THYSELF. 


W  HAT  am  I  ?  how  produc'd?  and  for  what  end  ? 
Whence  drew  I  being  ?  to  what  period  tend? 
Am  I  th'  abandon'd  orphan  of  blind  chance, 
Dropp'd  by  wild  atoms  in  diforder'd  dance  ? 
Or  from  an  endlefs  chain  of  caufes  wrought, 
And  of  unthinking  fubftance,  born  with  thought? 
By  motion  which  began  without  a  caufe, 
Supremely  wife,  without  defign  or  laws  ? 
Am  I  but  what  I  feem,  mere  flefh  and  blood  ; 
A  branching  channel,  with  a  mazy  flood  ? 
The  purple  ftream  that  through  my  veffels  glides, 
Dull  and  unconfcious  flows,  like  common  tides  ; 
The  pipes  through  which  the  circling  juices  ftray, 
Are  not  that  thinking  I,  no  more  than  they  : 
This  frame  compacted  with  tranfcendent  fkill, 
Of  moving  joints  obedient  to  my  will, 
Nurs'd  from  the  fruitful  glebe,  like  yonder  tree, 
Waxes  and  wafles  ;  I  call  it  mine,  not  me. 
New  matter  ftill  the  mould'ring  mafs  fuftains, 
The  manfion  chang'd,  the  tenant  ftill  remains; 
And  from  the  fleeting  ftream,  repair'd  by  food, 
Diftincl;,  as  is  the  fwimmer  from  the  flood. 

What 
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What  am  I  then  ?  fure,  of  a  noble  birth. 
By  parents  right,  I  own  as  mother,    earth  ; 
But  claim  fuperior  lineage  by  my  fire, 
Who  warnrd  th'  unthinking  clod  with  heav'nly  fire  ; 
EfTence  divine,  with  lifelefs  clay  allay'd, 
By  double  nature,  double  mftinft  fway'd  : 
With  look  erecl;,    I  dart  my  longing  eye, 
Seem  wing'd  to  part,  and  gain  my  native  fky; 
I  drive  to  mount,  but  ftrive,    alas !  in  vain, 
Ty'd  to  this  maffy  globe  with  magic  chain. 
Now  with  fwift  thought  I  range  from   pole  to  pole, 
View  worlds  around  their  flaming  centers  roll  : 
What  fteady  pow'rs  their  endlefs  motions  guide, 
Through  the  fame  tracklefs  paths  of  boundlefs  void  ! 
I  trace  the  blazing  comet's  fiery  trail, 
And  weigh  the  whirling  planets  in  a  fcale  ; 
Thefe  godlike  thoughts  while  eager  I  purfue, 
Some  glittering  trifle  offcr'd  to  my  view, 
A  gnat,    an  infeft  of  the  meaneft  kind, 
Erafe  the  new-born  image  from  my  mind  : 
Some  bcaftly  want,  craving,  importunate, 
Vile  as  the  grinning  mafliff  at  my  gate, 
Calls  off  from  heav'nly  truth  this  rcas'ning  me, 
And  tells  me,  I'm  a  brute  as  much  as  he. 
If  on  fublimer  wings  of  love  and  praife, 
My  foul  above  the  ftarry  vault  I  raife, 
Lur'd  by  fome  vain  conceit,  or  (hameful  luft, 
I  flag,  I  drop,  and  flutter  in  the  duft. 
The  tow'ring  lark  thus  from  her  lofty  ftrain. 
Stoops  to  an  emmet,  or  a  barley  grain. 

O  By 
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By  adverfe  gufts  of  jarring  inftin£ls  toll, 

I  rove  to  one,  now  to  the  other  coaft  ; 

To  blifs  unknown  my  lofty  foul  afpires, 

My  lot  unequal  to  my  vaft  defires. 

As  'mongft  the  hinds  a  child  of  royal  birth 

Finds  his  high  pedigree  by  confcious  worth  ; 

So  man,    amongft  his  fellow  brutes  expos'd, 

Sees  he's  a  king,  but  'tis  a  king  depos'd. 

Pity  him,  beafts  !   you  by  no  law  confm'd, 

Are  barr'd  from  devious  paths  by  being  blind  ; 

\Vhilft  man,  through  op'ning  views  of  various  ways 

Confounded,  by  the  aid  of  knowledge  ftrays  ; 

Too  weak  to  choofe,  yet  choofing  ftiil  in  hafle, 

One  moment  gives  the  pleafure  and  diftaftc  ; 

Bilk'd  by  paft  minutes,  while  the  prefent  cloy, 

The  flatt'ring  future  frill  muft  give  the  joy  : 

Not  happy,  but  amus'd  upon  the  road, 

And  (like  you)  thoughtlefs  of  his  laft  abode, 

Whether  next  fun  his  being  fhall  reftrain 

To  endlefs  nothing,  happinefs  or  pain. 

Around  me,  lo  !  the  thinking  thoughtlefs  crew, 

(Bewilder'd  each)  their  difPrent  paths  purfue ; 

Of  them  I  afk  the  way  ;  the  firft  replies, 

Thou  art  a  god  ;  and  fends  me  to  the  fkies : 

Down  on  the  turf,    the  next,    two  two-legg'd  bead, 

There  fix  thy  lot,  thy  blifs  and  endlefs  reft  : 

Between  thefe  wide  extremes  the  length  is  fuch, 

I  find  I  know  too  little  or  too  much. 

"  Almighty  Pow'r,    by  whofe  moft  wife  command, 

"  Helplefs,   forlorn,  uncertain  here  I  ftand ; 

«  Take 


T  H  E     P  O  E  T  S.  159 

"  Take  this  faint  glimm'ring  of  thyfclf  away, 
"  Or  break  into  my  foal  with  perfect  day  !" 
This  faid,  expanded  lay  the  facred  text, 
The  balm,  the  light,  the  guide  of  fouls  perplex'd. 
Thus  the  benighted  traveller  that  drays 
Through  doubtful  paths,  enjoys  the  morning  rays  ; 
The  nightly  mi  ft,  and  thick  defcending  dew, 
.Parting,  unfold  the  fields,  and  vaulted  blue. 
"  O  Truth  divine  !   enlighten'd  by  thy  ray, 
"  I  grope  and  guefs  no  more,  but  fee  my  way  ; 
"  Thou  clear'dft  the  fecret  of  my  high  dcfcent, 
"  And  told  me  what  thofe  my  (lie  tokens  meant ; 
"  Marks  of  my  birth,  which  I  had  worn  in  vain, 
"  Too  hard  for  worldly  fages  to  explain. 
<;  Zeno's  were  vain,  vain  Epicurus'  fchcmes, 
«  Their  fyftems  falfe,    dclufive  were  their  dreams  ; 
"  Unfkill'd  my  two-fold  nature  to  divide, 
"  One  nurs'd  my  pleafure,  and  one  nurs'd  my  pride ; 
"  Thofe  jarring  truths  which  human  art  beguile, 
"  Thy  facred  page  thus  bids  me  reconcile." 
Offspring  of  God,  no  lefs  thy  pedigree,  -\ 

What  thou  once  wcrt,  art  now,  and  {till  may  be,  > 
Thy  God  alone  can  tell,  alone  decree; 
Faultlefs  thou  drop'dfl  from  his  unerring  {kill, 
With  the  bare  pow'r  to  fin,  fmce  free  of  will: 
Yet  charge  not  with  thy  guilt  his  bounteous  love, 
For  who  has  pow'r  to  walk  has  pow'r  to  rove: 
Who  afts  by    force  impell'd,  can  nought  deferve; 
And  wifdom  fhort  of  infinite  may  fwerve. 

O  2  Borne 
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Borne  on  thy  new-iinp'd   wings,  thou  took'fl  thy 

flight, 

Left  thy  Creator,  and  the  realms  of  light ; 
Difdain'd  his  gentle  precept  to  fulfil ; 
And  thought  to  grow  a  god  by  doing  ill : 
Though  by  foul  guilt  thy  heav'nly  form  defac'd, 
In  nature  chang'd,  from  happy  manfions  chas'd, 
Thou  ftill  retain'ft  fome  fparks  of  heav'nly  fire, 
Too  faint  to  mount,  yet  reftlefs  to  afpire  ; 
Angel  enough  to  feek  thy  blifs  again, 
And  brute  enough  to  make  thy  fearch  in  vain. 
The  creatures  now  withdraw  their  kindly  ufe, 
Some  fly  thee,  fome  torment,  and  fome  feduce  ; 
Repaft  ill-fuited  to  fuch  diff 'rent  guefls, 
For  what  thy  fenfe  dehres,   thy  foul  diftaftes  ; 
Thy  luft,  thy  curiofity,  thy  pride, 
Curb'd,  or  deferr'd,  or  baulk'd,  or  gratify'd, 
Rage  on,  and  make  thee  equally  unblefs'd, 
In  what  thou  want'ft,  and  what  thou  haft  poffefs'd. 
In  vain  thou  hop'ft  for  blifs  on  this  poor  clod, 
Return  and  feek  thy  Father  and  thy  God  ; 
Yet  think  not  to  regain  thy  native  iky, 
Borne  on  the  wings  of  vain  philofophy  ; 
Myfterious  paffage  !  hid  from  human  eyes  ; 
Soaring  you'll  fink,  and  finking  you  will  rife  : 
Let  humble  thoughts  thy  wary  footfteps  guide, 
Repair  by  meeknefs  what  you  loft  by  pride. 


THE 
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THE  SHEPHERD  AND  THE  PHILOSOPHER. 

[GAY.] 

REMOTE  from  cities  liv'd  a  fwain, 
Unvex'd  with  all  the  cares  of  gain  ; 
His  head  was  filver'd  o'er  with  age, 
And  long  experience  made  him  fage  ; 
In  fummer's  heat  and  winter's  cold, 
He  fed  his  flock,  and  penn'd  the  fold  ; 
His  hours  in  chearful  labor  flew, 
Nor  envy  nor  ambition  knew  ; 
His  wifdom,  and  his  honefl  fame 
Through  all  the  country  rais'd  his  name. 

A  deep  Philofopher  (whofe  rules 
Of  moral  life  were  drawn  from  fchools) 
The  Shepherd's  homely  cottage  fought, 
And  thus  explor'd  his  reach  of  thought. 

Whence  is  thy  learning  ?  Hath  thy  toil 
O'er  books  confum'd  the  midnight  oil  ? 
Haft  thou  old  Greece  and  Rome  furvey'd, 
And  the  vaft  fenfe  of  Plato  weigh'd? 
Hath  Socrates  thy  foul  reftn'd, 
And  haft  thou  fathom'd  Tully's  mind? 
Or,  like  the  wife  Ulyfies,  thrown, 
By  various  fates,  on  realms  unknown, 

O  3  Haft 
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Haft  thou  through  many  cities  ftray'd, 
Their  cuftoms,  laws,  and  manners  weighed? 

The  Shepherd  modeftiy  reply'd  : 
I  ne'er  the  paths  of  learning  try'd  \ 
Nor  have  I  roam'd  in  foreign  parts, 
To  read  mankind,  their  laws  and  arts  ; 
For  man  is  praftis'd  in  difguife, 
He  cheats  the  moft  difcerning  eyes  ; 
Who  by  that  fearch  fhall  wifer  grow, 
When  we  ourfelves  can  never  know  ? 
The  little  knowledge  I  have  gain'd, 
Was  all  from  fimple  nature  drain'd  ; 
Hence  my  life's  maxims  took  their  rife; 
Hence  grew  my  fettled  hate  to  vice. 

The  daily  labors  of  the  bee 
Awake  my  foul  to  induftry, 
Who  can  obferve  the  careful  ant, 
And  not  provide  for  future  want  ? 
My  dog  (the  truftiefh  of  his  kind) 
With  gratitude  inflames  my  mind  ; 
I  mark  his  true,  his  faithful  way, 
And  in  my  fervice  copy  Tray. 
In  conftancy  and  nuptial  love, 
I  learn  my  duty  from  the  dove ; 
The  hen  who  from  the  chilly  air, 
With  pious  wing  protects  her  care  ;. 
And  ev'ry  fowl  that  flies  at  large, 
Inflrufts  me  in  a  parent's  charge. 

From 
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From  nature  too  I  took  my  rule, 
To  fliun  contempt  and  ridicule. 
I  never,  with  important  air, 
In  converfation  overbear. 
Can  grave  and  formal  pafs  for  wife, 
When  men  the  folemn  owl  defpife  ? 
My  tongue  within  my  lips  I  rein  ; 
For  who  talks  much,  muft  talk  in  vain. 
We  from  the  wordy  torrent  fly ; 
Who  liflens  to  the  chatt'ring  pye  ? 
Nor  would  I,  with  felonious  flight, 
By  ftealth  invade  my  neighbour's  right. 
Rapacious  animals  we  hate  ; 
Kites,  hawks,  and  wolves,  deferve  their  fate 
Do  not  we  juft  abhorence  find 
/gainft  the  toad  and  ferpent  kind: 
But  envy,  calumny,  and  fpite, 
Bear  ftronger  venom  in  their  bite. 
Thus  ev'ry  objeft  of  creation 
Can  furnifh  hints  to  contemplation  ; 
And  from  the  moft  minute  anc1  mean, 
A  virtuous  mind  can  morals  glean. 

Thy  fame  is  juft,  the  fage  replies  ; 
Thy  virtue  proves  thee  truly  wife. 
Pride  often  guides  the  author's  pen  ; 
Books  as  affe&ed  are  as  men  : 
But  he  who  ftudies  nature's  laws, 
From  certain  truth  his  maxims  draws  ; 
And  thofe,  without  our  fchools,  fufEce 
To  make  men  moral,  good,  and  wife. 
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THE     SICK    MAN    AND    THE     ANGEL. 

[GAY.] 

J.S  there  no  hope?  the  fi.ck  man  faid, 
The  filent  doftor  Ihook  his  head, 
And  took  his  leave  with  ligns  of  forrow, 
Defpairing  of  his  fee  to-morrow. 

When  thus  the  Man,  with  gafping  breath  : 
I  feel  the  chilling  wound  of  death  : 
Since  I  muft  bid  the  world  adieu, 
Let  me  my  former  life  review. 
I  grant,  my  bargains  well  were  made, 
But  all  men  over-reach  in  trade  ; 
'Tis  felf  defence  in  each  profefnon  : 
Sure  felt-defence  is  no  tranfgreffio'n. 
The  little  portion  in  my  hands, 
By  good  fecurity  on  lands, 
Is  well  increas'd,     If  unawares, 
My  juilice  to  myfelf  and  heirs, 
Hath  let  my,  debtor  rot  in  jail, 
For  want  of  good  fufficient  bail ; 
If  I  by  writ,  or  bond,  or  deed, 
Reduc'd  a  family  to  need, 
My  will  hath  made  the  world  amends, 
My  hope  on  charity  depends. 
When  I  am  number'd  with  the  dead, 
And  all  my  pious  gifts  are  read, 

By 
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By  heav'n  and  earth  'twill  then  be  known, 
y  charities  were  amply  fhown. 

An  Angel  came.     Ah,  friend!   he  cry'cl, 
No  more  in  flatt'ring  hope  confide. 
Can  thy  good  deeds  in  former  times 
Outweigh  the  balance  of  thy  crimes  ? 
What  widow  or  what  orphan  prays, 
To  crown  thy  life  with  length  of  days  ? 
A  pious  action's  in  thy  power, 
Embrace  with  joy  the  happy  hour. 
Now  while  you  draw  the  vital  air, 
Prove  your  intention  is  fmcere. 
This  inftant  give  an  hundred  pound  ; 
Your  neighbours  want,  and  you  abound. 

But  why  fuch  hafte?  the  fick  man  whines; 
Who  knows  as  yet  what  heav'n  defigns? 
Perhaps  I  may  recover  ftill : 
That  fum  and  more  are  in  my  will. 

Fool,  fays  the  Vifion,  now  'tis  plain, 
Your  life,  your  foul,  your  heav'n  was  gain. 
From  ev'ry  fide,  with  all  your  might, 
You  fcrap'd,  and  fcrap'd  beyond  your  right ; 
And  after  death  would  fain  atone, 
By  giving  what  is  not  your  own. 

While  there  is  life,  there's  hope,  he  cry'd, 
Then  why  fuch  hafte  ?  So  groan'd  and  dy'd! 

THR 
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THE    HARE   AND    MANY    FRIENDS. 

[GAY.] 

FRIENDSHIP,  like  love  is  but  a  name, 
Unlefs  to  one  you  flint  the  flame, 
The  child,  whom  many  fathers  (hare, 
Hath  feldom  known  a  father's  care. 
'Tis  thus  in  friendfhips  :  who  depend 
On  many,  rarely  find  a  friend. 

A  Hare,  who  in  a  civil  way, 
Comply'd  with  ev'ry  thing,  like  Gay, 
Was  known  by  all  thebeftial  train 
Who  haunt  the  wood,  or  graze  the  plain. 
Her  care  was  never  to  offend, 
And  ev'ry  creature  was  her  friend. 

As  forth  (lie  went  at  early  dawn, 
To  tafte  the  dew-befprinkled  lawn, 
Behind  fhe  hears  the  hunter's  cries, 
And  from  the  deep-mouth'd  thunder  flies. 
She  ftarts,  fhe  flops,  fhe  pants  for  breath  ; 
She  hears  the  near  advance  of  death  •, 
She  doubles  to  mi  Head  the  hound, 
And  meafures  back  her  mazy  round  : 
Till  fainting  in  the  public  way, 
Half-dead  with  fear  fhe  gafping  lay. 


What 
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What  tranfport  in  her  bofom  grew, 
When  firfl  the  Horfe  appear'd  in  view  ! 

Let  me,  fays  fhe,  your  back  afcend, 
And  owe  my  fafety  to  a   friend, 
You  know  my  feet  betray  my  flight, 
To  friendship  ev'ry  burden's  light. 

The  Horfe  reply'd,  Poor  honeft  Pufs, 
It  grieves  my  heart  to  fee  thee  thus. 
Be  comforted,  relief  is  near ; 
For  all  your  friends  are  in  the  rear. 

She  next  the  ftately  Bull  implor'd ; 
And  thus  reply'd  the  mighty  lord  ; 
Since  ev'ry  beaft  alive  can  tell 
That  I  fmcerely  wifh  you  well, 
I  may  without  offence,  pretend 
To  take  the  freedom  of  a  friend. 
Love  calls  me  hence  ;  a  fav'rite  cow 
Expe6ts  me  near  yon  barley-mow  : 
And  when  a  lady's  in  the  cafe, 
You  know  all  other  things  give  place. 
To  leave  you  thus,  might  feem  unkind  ; 
But  fee,   the  Goat  is  juft  behind. 

The  Goat  remark'd  her  pulfe  was  high, 
Her  languid  head,  her  heavy  eye. 
My  back,  fays  he,  may  do  you  harm ; 
The  Sheep's  at  hand,  and  wool  is  warm. 

The 
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The  Sheep  was  feeble,  and  complain'  d 
His  fides  a  load  of  wool  furlain'd  : 
Said  he  was  flow,  confefs'd  his  fears  ; 
For  hounds  eat  Sheep,  as  well  as  Hares. 

She  now  the  trotting  Calf  addrefs'd, 
To  fave  from  death  a  friend  diftrefs'd. 

Shall  I,  fays  he,  of  tender  age,  .  ,  .  . 
In  this  important  care  engage  ? 
Older  and  abler  pafs  you  by  ; 
How  ftrong  are  thofe  !  how  weak  am  I  ! 
Should  I  prefume  to  bear  you  hence, 
Thofe  friends  of  mine  may  take  offence. 
Excufe  me  then.     You  know  my  heart. 
But  deareft  friends,  alas!  muft  part. 
How  fhall  we  all  lament  !    Adieu  : 
For  fee  the  hounds  are  juft  in  view. 


A     DESCRIPTION     OF     HELL. 

[ROWE,] 

JJ  E  E  P,  to  unfathomable  fpaces  deep, 
Defcend  the  dark,  detefted  paths  of  hell, 
The  gulphs  of  execration  and  defpair, 
Of  pain,  and  rage,  and  pure  unmingled  woe; 
The  realms  of  endlefs  death,  and  feats  of  night, 

Uninterruptc 
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Jninterrupted  night,  which  fees  no  dawn. 
Prodigious  darknefs  !  which  receives  no  light, 
iut  from  the  fickly  blaze  of  fulph'rous  flames, 
liat  can:  a  pale  and  dead  refleftion  round, 
Difclofing  all  the  defolate  abyfs, 
Dreadful  beyond  what  human  thought  can  form. 
Bounded  with  circling  feas  of  liquid  fire. 
Aloft  the  blazing  billows  curl  their  he.ads. 
And  form  a  roar  along  the  direful   ft  rand  : 
While  ruddy  cat' rafts  from  on  high  defcend. 
And  urge  the  fiery  ocean's  ftormy  rage. 
Impending  horrors  o'er  the  region  frown, 
And  weighty  ruin  threatens  from  on  high  ; 
Inevitable  fnares.  and  fatal  pits, 
And  gulphs  of  deep  perdition,  wait  below; 
Whence  ilfue  long,  rcmeclilefs  complaints, 
With  endlefs  groans,  and  everlafting  yells. 
Legions  of  ghaftly  fiends  (prodigious  light!' 
Fly  all  confus'd  along  the  iickly  air, 
And  roaring  horrid,  fhake  the  vaft  extent, 
Pale,  meagre  ipeftres  wander  all  around, 
And  penfive  ihades.  and  black  deformed  ghofts. 
With  impious  fury  fome  aloud  blafpheme, 
And  wildly  flaring  upwards,  curfe  the  ikies  ; 
While  fome  with  gloomy  terror  in  their  looks, 
Trembling  all  over,  downward  caft  their  eyes, 
And  tell,  in  hollow  groans,  their  deep  defpair. 

Convinced  by  fatal  proofs  the  atheift  here 
Yields  to  the  fharp  tormenting  evidence  ; 

P  And 
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And  of  an  infinite  eternal  mind, 

At  laft  the  challeng'd  demonftration  meets. 

The  libertine  his  folly  here  laments, 
His  blind  extravagance,  that  made  him  fell 
Unfading  blifs,  and  everlafting  crowns, 
Immortal  tranfports,  and  celeitial  fcafts, 
For  the  fhort  pleafure  of  a  fordid  fm, 
For  one  fleet  moment's  defpicable  joy. 
Too  late,  all  loft,  for  ever  loft !  he  fees 
The  cnvy'd  faints  triumphing  from  afar, 
And  angels  bafking  in  the  fmiles  of  God. 
But  O  !  that  all  was  for  a  trifle  loft, 
Gives  to»his  bleeding  foul  perpetual  wounds. 

The  wanton  beauty,  whofe  bewitching  arts, 
Has  drawn  ten  thoufand  \vretched  fouls  to  hell, 
Depriv'd  of  ev'ry  blandifhment  and  charm, 
All  black,  and  horrid,  feeks  the  darken;  fhades, 
To  fhun  the  fury  of  revengeful  ghofts, 
That  with  vindictive  curfes  ftill  purfue 
The  author  of  their  miferable  fate, 
Who  from  the  paths  of  life  feduc'd  their  fouls, 
And  led  them  down  to  thefe  accurs'd  abodes. 

The.  fool  that  fold  his  heav'n  for  gilded  clay, 
The  fcorn  of  all  the  damn'd,  ev'n  here  laments 
His  fordid  heaps  ;  which  ftill  to  purchafe,  he 
A  fecond  time  would  forfeit  all  above : 
Nor  covets  fields  of  light,  nor  ftarry  wreaths, 

Nor 
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Nor  angels  fongs,  nor  pure  unmingled  blifs, 
But  for  his  darling  treafures  ftill  repines ; 
Which  from  afar,  to  aggravate  his  doom, 
He  fees  fome  thoughtlefs  prodigal  confume. 

Beyond  them  all  a  miferable  hell 
The  execrable  perfecutor  finds  ; 
No  fpirit  howls  among  the  fhades  below 
More  damn'd,  more  fierce,  nor  more  a  fiend  than  he. 
Aloud  he  heav'n  and  holincfs  blafphemes, 
While  all  his  enmity  to  good  appears, 
His  enmity  to  good ;  once  falfly  call'd 
Religious  warmth,  and  charitable  zeal. 
On  high  beyond  th'  unpayable  abyfs, 
To  aggravate  his  righteous  doom,  he  views 
The  blifsful  realms,  and  there  the  fchifrnatic, 
The  vifionary,  the  deluded  faint, 
By  him  fo  often  hated,  wrong'd,  and  fcorn'd, 
So  often  curs'd  and  damn'd,  and  banifh'd  thence  ; 
He  fees  him  there  poffefl  of  ail  that  heav'n, 
Thofe  glories,   thofe 'immortal  joys,  which  he. 
The  orthodox,  unerring  catholic, 
The  mighty  fav'rite,  and  cleft  of  God, 
With  all  his  mifchievous,  converting  arts, 
His  killing  charity,  and  burning  zeal, 
His  pompous  creeds,  and  boafted  faith,  has  loft. 


Pa 
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THE   SOLILOQUY    OF    A    FRATRICIDE. 

["SHAKESPEARE.] 

Ull  !  my  offence  is  rank,  it  fmells  to  heav'n  ; 

It  hath  the  eldeft  curie  upon't, 

A  brother's  murder.     Pray  I  cannot, 

Though  inclination  be  as  fharp  as  'twill, 

My  ftronger  guilt  defeats  my  flrong  intent  ; 

And  like  a  man  to  double  bufmefs  bound, 

I  {land  in  paufe  where  I  (hall  firft  begin, 

And  both  neglect.     What  if  this  curfed  hand 

Were  thicker  than  ilfclf  with  brother's  blood  ? 

Is  there  not  rain  enough  in  the  fweet  heav'ns 

To  wafn  it  white  as  fnow  ?   Whereto  ferves  mercy, 

But  to  confront  the  vifage  of  offence  ? 

And  what's  in  pray'r,  but  this  two-fold  force, 

To  be  foreftal'd  e're  we  come  to  fall, 

Or  pardon'd  being  down  ?  Then  I'll  look  up  : 

My  fault  is  paft.     But  O  !    what  form  of  pray'r 

Can  ferve  my  turn  ?   Forgive  me  my  foul  murder  ! 

That  cannot  be,  iince  I  am  Hill  poflefs'd 

Of  thofe  effefts  for  which  I  did  the  murder  ! 

May  one  be  pardon'd,  and  retain  th'  offence  ? 

I  n  the  corrupted  currents  of  this  world 

Offence's  gilded  hand  may  fhove  by  jufticc  ; 

And 


THE    POETS.  *7, 

And  oft  'tis  feen,  the  wicked  prize  itfelf 

Buys  out  the  laws  :  but  'tis  not  fo  above  ; 

There  is  no  fhuffling  ;  there  the  action  lies 

In  its  true  nature,  and  we  ourfelves  compell'd,. 

Ev'n  to  the  teeth  and  forehead  of  our  faults, 

To  give  in  evidence.     What  then  !  What  refls  ? 

Try  what  repentance  can.     What  can  it  not  ? 

Yet  what  can  it,  when  one  cannot  repent  ? 

O  wretched  ftate !  O  bofom  black  as  death  ! 

O  limed  foul,  that  ftruggling  to  be  free, 

Art  more  engag'd  !     Help,  angels  !  make  affayf 

Bow,  flubborn  knees,  and  heart  with  firings  of  flee!,. 

Be  foft  as  fmews  of  the  new-born  babe. 

All  may  be  well. 


A    DESCRIPTION    OF  A    MAN  PERISHING 
IN  THE  SNOW, 

FROM    WHENCE     REFLECTIONS    ARE     RAISED    ON, 
THE    MISERIES    OP   LIFE. 

[THOMSON.] 

As  thus-  the  fnows  arife  ;  and  foul,  and  fierce, 
All  winter  drives  along  the  darken Jd  air; 
In  his  own  loofe-revolving  fields,  the  fwain 
Bifafler'd.  ftands  ;  fees  other  hills  afcend, 

P  3  Qfi 
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Of  unknown  joylefs  brow  ;  and  other  fcenes, 
Of  horrid  profped,  fhag  the  trattlefs  plain  : 
Nor  finds  the  river,  nor  the  foreft,  hid 
Beneath  the  formlefs  wild;  but  wanders  on 
From  hill  to  dale,  flill  more  and  more  aftray  ; 
Impatient  flouncing  through  the  drifted  heaps, 
Stung  with  the  thoughts  of  home;  the  thoughts  of 

home 

Rufh  on  his  nerves,  and  call  their  vigor  forth 
In  many  a  vain  attempt.     How  rinks  his  foul! 
What  black  defpair,  what  horror  fills  his  heart ! 
When  for  the  'dulky  foot,  which  fancy  feign'd 
His  tufted  cottage  rifmg  through  the  fnow, 
He  meets  the  roughnefs  of  the  middle  wade, 
Far  from  the  track,  and  bleft  abode  of  man  ; 
While  round  him  night  refiftlefs  clofes  fall, 
And  ev'ry  temped  howling  o'er  his  head, 
Renders  the  favage  \vildernefs  more  wild. 
Then  throng  the  bufy  fhapes  into  his  mind,   . 
Of  cover'd  pits,  unfathomably  deep, 
A  dire  defcent;  beyond  thepow'r  of  froft, 
Of  faithlefs  bogs  ;  of  precipices  huge, 
Smooth'd  up  with  fnow  ;  and  what  is  land,  unknown, 
What  water,  of  the  flill  unfrozen  fpring, 
In  the  loofe  marih  or  folitary  lake, 
Where  the  frefh  fountain  from  the  bottom  boils. 
Thefe  check  his  fearful  fteps,  and  down  he  finks 
Beneath  the  fhelter  of  the  fhapelefs  drift, 
Thinking  o'er  all  the  bitternefs  of  death 
Mix'd  with  the  tender  angurfh  nature  fhcots 

Through 
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trough  the  wrung  bofom  of  the  dying  man, 
His  wife,  his  children,  and  his  friends  unfeen. 
In  vain  for  him  th'  officious  wife  prepares      N      K^ 
The  fire  fair-blazing,   and  the  veftment  warm       s 
In  vain  his  little  children,  peeping  out 
Into  the  mingled  ftorm,  demand  their  fire, 
With  tears  of  artlefs  innocence.     Alas  !  \      1    v? 

Nor  wife,  nor  children  more  fhall  he  behold,  \  \    '  j 
Nor  friends,  nor  facred  home.     On  ev'ry  nerve  *     ^ 
The  deadly  winter  feizes  ;  fhuts  up  fenfe  ; 
And  o'er  his  inmoft  vitals  creeping  cold, 
Lays  him  along  the  fnows,  a  ftiffen'd  corfe 
Stretch'd  out,  and  bleaching  in  the  northern  blaft. 

Ah,  little  think  the  gay  licentious  proud, 
Whom  pleafure,  pow'r,  and  affluence  furround  ; 
They  who  their  thoughtlefs  hours  in  giddy  mirth, 
And  wanton,  often  cruel,  riot  wafte  ; 
Ah  little  think  they,  while  they  dance  along, 
How  many  feel,  this  very  moment,  death 
And  all  the  fad  variety  of  pain. 
How  many  fink  in  the  devouring  flood, 
Or  more  devouring  flame.     How  many  bleed, 
By  fhameful  variance  betwixt  man  and  man. 
How  many  pine  in  want,  and  dungeon  glooms  ; 
Shut  from  the  common  air,  and  common  ufe 
Of  their  own  limbs.     How  many  drink  the  cup 
Of  baleful  grief,  or  eat  the  bitter  bread 
Of  mifery.     Sore  pierc'd  by  wintry  winds, 
How  many  fhrink  into  the  fordid  hut 

Of 
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Of  cheerlefs  poverty.     How  many  {hake 
With  all  the  fiercer  tortures  of  the  mind, 
Unbounded  paflion,  madnefs,  guilt,  remorfe. 
How  many,  rack'd  with  honeft  paffions,  droop 
In  deep  retir'd  diftrefs.     How  many  (land 
Around  the  death-bed  of  their  deareft  friends, 
And  point  the  parting  angulfh.  Thought  fond  man 
Of  thefe,  and  all  the  thoufand  namelefs  ills, 
That  one  inceffant  ftruggle  render  life, 
One  fcene  of  toil,  of  fuffering,  and  of  fate, 
Vice  in  his  high  career  would  ftand  appall'd, 
And  heedlefs  rambling  impulfe  learn  to  think  ; 
The  confcious  heart  of  chanty  would  warm, 
And  her  wide  wifh  benevolence  dilate; 
The  focial  tear  would  rife,  the  focial  figh  -t 
,And  into  clear  perfection,  gradual  blifs, 
Refining  ftill,  the  focial  paflians  work. 


II 


W. 


.MlJTT'RING,  the  winds  at  eve,  with  blunted 

point, 

Blow  hollow-bluft'ring  from  the  fbuth.     Subdu'd, 
The  froft  refolves  into  a  trickling  thaw. 
Spotted  the  mountains  fhine  ;  loofe  fleet  defcends, 
And  floods  the  country  round.     The  rivers  fwell, 

Of 
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Of  bonds  impatient.     Sudden  from  the  hills, 
O'er  rocks  and  woods  in  broad  brown  catarafts, 
A  thoufand  fnow-fed  torrents  fhoot  at  once  ! 
And  where  they  rufh,  the  wide  refounding  plain 
Is  left  one  {limy  wafte.     Thofe  fullen  feas 
That  wafh'd  th'  ungenial  pole,  will  reft  no  more 
Beneath  the  fhackles  of  the  mighty  north  ; 
But,   roufmg  all  their  waves,  refiftlefs  heave. 
And  hark!    the  length'ning  roar  continuous  runs 
Athwart  the  rifted  deep  :   at  once  it  burfts, 
And  piles  a  thoufand  mountains  to  the  clouds, 
111  fares  the  bark  with  trembling  wretches  charg'd, 
That,  toft  amid  the  floating  fragments,  moors 
Beneath  the  fhelter  of  an  icy  ifle, 
While  night  o'erwhelms  the  fea,  and  horror  looks 
More  horrible.     Can  human  force  endure 
Th'  affembled  mifchiefs  that  befiege  them  round  ? 
Heart-gnawing  hunger,  fainting  wearinefs, 
The  roar  of  winds  and  waves,  the  crufh  of  ice, 
Now  ceafing,  now  renew'd  with  louder  rage, 
And  in  dire  echoes  bellowing  round  the  main. 
More  to  embroil  the  deep,  Leviathan 
And  his  unwieldy  train,  in  dreadful  {port 
Tempeft  the  loofen'd  brine,  while  thro'  the  gloom, 
Far,  from  the  bleak  inhofpitable  fhore, 
Loading  the  winds,  is  heard  the  hungry  howl 
Of  famifh'd  monfters,   there  awaiting  wrecks. 
Yet  Providence,  that  ever-waking  eye, 
Looks  down  with  pity  on  the  feeble  toil 

Of 
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Of  mortals  loft  to  hope,  and  lights  them  fafe 
Through  all  this  dreary  labyrinth  of  fate. 


REFLECTIONS  ON  A  FUTURE  STATE, 

FROM    A    REVIEW     OF     WINTER. 
[TlIOMSOX.J 

JL  IS  done !  dread  Win  terfp  reads  his  lateft  glooms, 
And  reigns  tremendous  o'er  the  conquer'd  year. 
How  dead  the  vegetable  kingdom  lies  ! 
How  dumb  the  tuneful !  Hc'.ror  wide  extends 
His  defolate  domain.     Behold,  fond  man  ! 
See  here  thy  pi&ur'd  life  ;  pafs  fome  few  years, 
Thy  flow'ring  Spring,  thy  Summer's  ardent  ftrcngth, 
Thy  fober  Autumn  fading  into  age, 
And  pale  concluding  Winter  comes  at  laft, 
And  {huts  the  fcene.     Ah  !    whither  now  are  fled, 
Thofe  dreams  of  greatnefs  ?  thofe  unfolid  hopes 
Of  happinefs?  thofe  longings  after  fame  ? 
Thofe  reftlefs  cares  ?  thofe  bufy  buflling  days  ? 
Thofe   gay-fpent,      feftive    nights  ?     thofe   veering 

thoughts 

Loft  between  good  and  ill,  that  fhar'd  thy  life  ? 
All  now  are  vanifh'd!  Virtue  fole  furvivcs, 
Immortal  never-failing  friend  of  man. 

His 
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His  guide  to  happinefs  on  high.     And  fee ! 

'Tis  come,  the  glorious  morn  !  the  fecond  birth 

Of  heaven,  and  earth  !  awak'ning  nature  hears 

The  new-creating  word,  and  ftarts  to  life, 

In  ev'ry  heighten'd  form,  from  pain  and  death 

For  ever  free.     The  great  eternal  fcheme, 

Involving  all,  and  in  a  perfect  whole 

Uniting  as  the  profpeft  wider  fpreads, 

To  reafon's  eye  refin'd  clears  up  apace. 

Ye  vainly  wife  !  ye  blind  prefumptuous  \  now, 

Confounded  in  the  duft,  adore  that  Power, 

And  Wifdom  oft  arraign'd  •,  fee  now  the  caufe, 

Why  unaflfuming  worth  in  fecret  liv'd, 

And  dy'd,  neglefted  :  .why  the  good  man's  (hare 

In  life  was  gall  and  bitternefs  of  foul  : 

Why  the  lone  widow  and  her  orphans  pin'd 

In  flarving  folitude  ;  while  luxury, 

In  palaces,   lay  ftrainmg  her  low  thought, 

To  form  unreal  wants  :  why  heav'n-born  truth, 

And  moderation  fair,  wore  the  red  marks 

Of  fuperflition's  fcourge  :  why  licens'd  pain, 

That  cruel  fpoiler,  that  embofom'd  foe, 

Imbitter'd  all  our  blifs.     Ye  good  diftreft  ! 

Ye  noble  few  !  who  here  unbending  ftand 

Beneath  life's  preflure,  yet  bear  up  a  while, 

And  what  your  bounded  view,  which  only  faw 

A  little  part,  deem'd  evil  is  no  more  : 

The  ftorms  of  Wintry  Time  will  quickly  pafs, 

And  one  unbounded  Spring  encircle  all. 

A  HYMN 
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A    HYMN    ox    THE    SEASONS. 

[THOMSON.] 


1  HESE,  as  they  change,  Almighty  Father,  thefe, 
Are  but  the  varied  God.     The  rolling  year 
Is  full  of  thee.     Forth  in  the  pleafmg  Spring 
Thy  beauty  walks,  thy  tendernefs  and  love. 
Wide  flufh  the  fields  ;  the  foft'ning  air  is  balm  ; 
Echo  the  mountains  round  ;  the  foreft  fmiles ; 
And  ev'ry  fenfe,   and  ev'ry  heart  is  joy. 
Then  comes  thy  glory  in  the  Summer-months, 
With  light  and  heat  refulgent.     Then  thy  fun 
Shoots  full  perfection  through  the  fwelling  year  : 
And  oft  thy  voice  in  dreadful  thunder  fpeaks  ; 
And  oft  at  dawn,  deep  noon,  or  falling  eve, 
By  brooks  and  groves,  in  hollow-whifp'ring  gales. 
Thy  bounty  fhines  in  Autumn  unconfin'd, 
And  fpreads  a  common  feaft  for  all  that  lives. 
In  Winter  awful  thou !   with  clouds  and  ftorms 
Around  thee  thrown,  temped  o'er  temped  roll'd, 
Majeftic  darknefs  !  on  the  whirlwind's  wing, 
Pviding  fublime,  thou  bid'ft  the  world  adore, 
And  humbleft  nature  with  thy  northern  blaft. 

Myfterious  round!  what  {kill,  what  force  divine, 
Deep  felt,  in  thefe  appear  ;  a  fimple  train, 

Yet 
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Yet  fo  delightful  mix'd,  with  fuch  kind  art, 
Such  beauty  and  beneficence  combin'd ; 
Shade,  unperceiv'd,  fo  foft'ning  into  fhade  ; 
And  all  fo  forming  an  harmonious  whole  ; 
That,  as  they  ftill  fucceed.  they  ravifli  ftill. 
But  wand'ring  oft,  with  brute  unconfcious  gaze, 
Man  marks  not  thee,  marks  not  the  mighty  hand, 
That,  ever  bufy.  wheels  the  filent  fpheres ; 
Works  in  the  fecret  deep  ;  fhoots,  {learning,  thence 
The  fair  profufion  that  o'eripreads  the  Spring; 
Flings  from  the  fun  direft  the  flaming  day  ; 
Feeds  ev'ry  creature  ;  hurls  the  tempeft  forth  ; 
And,  as  on  earth  this  grateful  change  revolves, 
With  tranfport  touches  all  the  fprings  of  life. 

Nature  attend  1  join  ev'ry  living  foul, 
Beneath  the  fpacious  temple  of  the  iky, 
In  adoration  join  ;  and  ardent,  raife 
One  gen'ral  fong  !   To  him,  ye  vocal  gales, 
Breathe  foft,  whofe  Spirit  in  your  ficfhnefs  breathes: 
O  talk  of  him  in  folitary  glooms  ! 
Where,  o'er  the  rock,  the  fcarcely  waving  pine 
Fills  the  brown  fliadc  with  a  religious  awe. 
And  ye,  whofe  bolder  note  is  heard  afar, 
Who  fhake'th'  aftonifh'd  world,  lift  high  to  heav'n 
Th'  impetuous  fong,  and  fay,  from  whom  you  rage. 
His  praife,  £e  brooks,  attune,  ye  trembling  rills ; 
And  let  me  catch  it  as  I  mufe  along. 
Ye  headlong  torrents,  rapid  and  profound  ; 
Ye  fofter  floods,  that  lead  the  human  maze 

Q  Along 
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Along  the  vale ;  and  thou,  majeftic  main, 

A  fecret  world  of  wonders  in  thyfelf, 

Sound  his  fhipendous  praife,    whofe  greater  voice 

Or  bids  you  roar,  or  bids  your  roirings  fall. 

Soft-roll  your incenfe.  herbs,  and  fruits,  andflow'rs, 

In  mingled  clouds  to   him,  whofe  fun  exalts, 

Whofe  breath  perfumes  you,  and  whofe  pencil  paints. 

Ye  forefts  bend,  ye  harvefts  wave,  to  him  ; 

Breathe  your  ftill  fong  into  the  reaper's  heart, 

As  home  he  goes  beneath  the  joyous  moon. 

Ye  that  keep  watch  in  heav'n,  as  earth  aileep 

Unconfcious  lies,  effufe  your  mildeft  beams, 

Ye  conftellations,  while  your  angels  ftrike, 

Amid  the  fpangled  fky,  the  filver  lyre. 

Great  fource  of  day!  befl  image  here  below 

Of  thy  Creator,  ever  pouring  wide, 

From  world  to  world,  the  vital  ocean  round  : 

On  nature  write  with  every  beam  his  praiie. 

The  thunder  rolls;   be  hufh'd  the  proftrate  world  : 

While  cloud  to  cloud  returns  the  folemn  hymn. 

Bleat  out  afrefti,  ye  hills  :  ye  mo  fly  rocks, 

Retain  the  found:  the  broad  refponfive  lowe, 

Ye  valleys,  raife ;  for  the  Great  Shepherd  reigns; 

And  his  unfu/cring  kingdom  yet  will  come. 

Ye  woodlands  all,  awake ;  a  boundlefs  fong 

Burft  from  the  groves  !  and  when  the  reftlefs  day, 

Expiring  lays  the  warbling  world  afleep, 

Sweeteft  of  birds  !  fweet  Philomela,  charm 

The  lift'ning  {hades,  and  teach  the  night  his  praife. 

Ye  chief,  for  whom  the  whole  creation  fmiles, 


THE     POETS.  183 

At  once  the  head,  the  heart,  and  tongue  of  all, 
Crown  the  great  hymn!   in  fwarming  cities  vafl, 
Affembled  men,  to  the  deep  organ  join 
The  long-refounding  voice,  oft-breaking  clear, 
At  folemn  paufes  through  the  fwelling  bafe  ; 
And  as  each  mingling  flame  increafcs  each, 
In  one  united  ardor  rife  to  heav'n. 
Or  if  you  rather  chufe  the  rural  fhade, 
And  find  a  fane  in  ev'ry  facred  grove; 
There  let  the  fhepherd's  flute,  the  virgin's  lay, 
The  prompting  feraph,  arid  the  poet's  lyre, 
Still  ling  the  God  of  Seafons  as  they  roll. 
For  me,  when  I  forget  the  darling  theme, 
Whether  the  bloffom  blows,  the  Summer-ray 
Rufiets  the  plain,  infpiring  Autumn  gleams ; 
Or  Winter  riles  in  the  black'ning  eaft  ; 
Be  my  tongue  mute,  my  fancy  paint  no  more, 
And,  dead  to  joy,  forget  my  heart  to  beat! 

Should  fate  command  me  to  the  fartheft  verge 
Of  the  green  earth,  to  diftant  barb'rous  climes, 
Rivers  unknown  to  fong  ;  where  firft  the  fun 
Gilds  Indian  mountains,  or  his  fetting  beam 
Flames  on  th'  Atlantic  ifies;  'tis  nought  to  me: 
•  Since  God  is  ever  prefent,   ever  felt, 
In  the  void  waftc  as  in  the  city  full; 
And  where  he  vital  breathes  there  muft  be  joy. 
When  ev'n  at  lad  the  folemn  hour  (hall  come, 
And  wing  my  myftic  flight  to  future  worlds, 
I  chearful  will  obey:  therewith  new  pow'rs, 

Q  2  Will 


184  THE   BEAUTIES   OF 

Will  rifing  wonders  fing:  I  cannot  go 
Where  Univerfal  Love  not  fmilcs  around, 
Suftaining  all  yon  orbs,  and  all  their  fons 
Yromfeeming  evil  ftill  educing  good, 
And  better  thence  again,  and  better  ftill, 
In  infinite  progreflion.     But  I  lofe 
Myfelf  inhim,  in  LIGHT    INEFFABLE! 
Come  then,  expreflivc  filencc,  mufe  his  praifc. 


REAPING, 

AND  A  TALE  RELATIVE  TO   IT. 
[THOMSON.] 

OOON  as  the  morning  trembles  o'er  the  Iky, 

And  unperceiv'd,  unfolds  the  fpreading  day  ; 

Before  the  ripen'd  field  the  reapers  ftand, 

In  fair  array;  each  by  the  lafs  he  loves, 

To  bear  the  rougher  part,  and  mitigate 

By  namelefs  gentle  offices  her  toil. 

At  once  they  (loop  and  fwell  the  lufty  {heaves: 

While  through  their  chearful  band  the  rural  talk 

Flies  harmlefs,  to  deceive  the  tedious  time, 

And  fteal  uhfelt  the  fultry  hours  away. 

Behind  the  matter  walks,  builds  up  the  fhocks  ; 

And,  confcious,  glancing  oft  on  ev'ry  fide 

II  ii 
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Kis  fated  eye,  feels  his  heart  heave  with  joy. 
The  gleaners  fpread  around,  and  here  and  there. 
Spike  after  fpike,  their  fcanty  harveft  pick. 
Be  not  too  narrow,  hufbandmcn!   but  fling 
From  the  full  flicaf,  with  charitable  ftealth, 
The  lib'ral  handful.     Think,  O  grateful  think  ! 
How  good  the  God  of  Harveft  is  to  you  ; 
Who  pours  abundance  o'er  your  flowing  fields; 
While  thefe  unhappy  partners  of  your  kind 
Wide  hover  round  you,   like  the  fowls  ofheav'n, 
And  a(k  their  humble  dole.     The  various  turns 
Of  fortune  ponder;  that  your  fons  may  want 
What  now,  with  hard  reluctance,   faint,   ye  give. 

The  lovely  young  Lavinia  once  had  friends; 
And  fortune  f  mi  I'd  deceitful  on  her  birtn 
For,  in  her  helpleis  years  depriv'd  of  all, 
Of  cv'ry  ftay,  fave  innocence  and  heav'n, 
She  with  her  widow'd  mother,  feeble,  old, 
And  poor,  liv'd  in  a  cottage  far  retir'd 
Among  the  windings  of  a  woody  vale  ; 
By  folitude  and  deep  furrounding  fhades, 
But  more  by  bafh'ful  modcfty,  conceal'd. 
Together  thus  they  fhun'd  the  cruel  fcorn 
Which  virtue,  funk  to  poverty,  would  meet 
From  giddy  paffion  and  low-minded  pride: 
Almoft  on  nature's  common  bounty  fed  ; 
Like  the  gay  biids  that  fung  them  to  repofe, 
Content,  and  carelefs  of  to-morrow's  fare. 
Her  form  was  frefher  than  the  morning  rofe, 

Q  3  When 
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\Vhen  the  dew  \vcts  its  leaves  ;  unftain'd,  and  pure. 
As  is  the  lilly  or  the  mountain  {how. 
The  modeft  virtues  mingled  in  her  eyes, 
Still  on  the  ground  dejefted,  darting  all 
Their  humid  beams  into  the  blooming  flow'rs  : 
Or  when  the  mournful  tale  her  mother  told, 
Of  what  her  faithlefs  fortune  promis'd  once, 
Thrill'd  in  her  thought,  they,  like  the  dewy  ftar 
Of  ev'ning,  ftione  in  tears.     A  native  grace 
Sat  fair  proportion'd  on  her  polifh'd  limbs, 
Veil'd  in  a  fimple  robe,  their  beft  atlire, 
Beyond  the  pomp  of  drefs  :   for  lovelinefs 
Needs  not  the  foreign  aid    of  ornament, 
But  is  when  unadorn'd  adorn'd  the  moft. 
Thoughtlefs  of  beauty,  fhe  was  beauty's  felf, 
Reclufe  amid  the  clofe   embow'ring  woods* 
As  in  the  hollow  breaft  of  Appenine, 
Beneath  the  fhelter  of  encircling  hills, 
A  myrtle  rifes,  far  from  human  eye, 
And  breathes  its  balmy  fragrance  o'er  the  wild  ^ 
So  flouriih'd  blooming,  and  unfeen  by  all, 
The  fweet  Lavinia;  till  at  length  compell'd. 
By  ftrong  necefiity's  fupreme  command, 
With  fmiling  patience  in  her  looks,  fhe  went 
To  glean  Palemon's  fields.     The  pride  of  fwains 
Palemon  was,  the  gen'rous  and  the  rich ; 
Who  led  the  rural  life  in  all  its  joy 
And  elegance,  fuch  as  Arcadian  fong 
Tranfmits  from  ancient  uncorrupted  times; 
When  tyrant  cuftom  had  not  fhackled  man, 

But 
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But  free  to  follow  nature  was  the  mode, 
lie  then  his  fancy  with  autumnal  fcenes 
Amufing,  chanc'd  befide  his  reaper  train 
To  walk,  when  poor  Lavinia  drew  his  eye ; 
Unconfcious  of  her  pow'r,  and  turning  quick 
With  unaffefted  blufhes  from  his  gaze  : 
He  faw  her  charming,  but  he  faw  not  half 
The  charms  her  downcafh  modefty  concealed. 
That  very  moment  love  and  chafle  defire 
Sprung  in  his  bofom,  to  himfelf  unknown  ; 
For  ftill  the  world  pievail'd,   and  its  dread  laugh, 
Which  fcarce  the  firm  philofopher  can  fcorn, 
Should  his  heart  own  a  gleaner  in  the  field  ; 
And  thus  in  fecret  to  his  foul  he  figh'd, 

"  What  pity  !    that  fo  delicate  a  form, 
"  By  beauty  kindled,  where  enliv'ning  fenfe 
"  And  more  than  vulgar  goodnefs  feem   to  dwell, 
"  Should  be  devoted  to  the  rude  embrace 
"  Of  fome  indecent  clown  !   She  looks,   methinks, 
"  Of.  old  Acafto's  line  ;  and  to  my  mind 
"  Recalls  that  patron  of  my  happy  life, 
"  From  whom  my  liberal  fortune  took  its  rife  ; 
"   Now  to  the  duft  gone  down ;  his  houfcs,  lands, 
"  And  once  fair-fp reading  family  diffolv'd. 
"  'Tis  faid,  that  in  fome  lone  obfcure  retreat, 
"  Urg'd  by  remembrance  fad,  and  decent  pride, 
**•  Far  from  thofe  fcenes  which  knew  their  better 

days, 
"  His  aged  widow  and  his  daughter  live, 

«  Whom 
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ft  Whom  yet-  my  fruitlefs  fearch  could  never  find. 
"  Romantic  wifli!  would  this  his  daughter   were!" 

When,  ftricl;  enquiring,  from  herfelf  he  found 
She  was  the  fame,  the  daughter  of  his  friend, 
Of  bountiful  Acafto;  who  can  fpeak 
The  mingled  paillons  that  CurprizM  his  heart, 
And  through  his  nerves  indiiv'ring  tranfpoit  ran? 
Then  hlaz'u  Li?1  fir.other'd  flame,  avow'd,  and  bold  ; 
And  as  he  view'dher,  ardent,  o',:r  and  o'er, 
Love,  gratitude,  and  pity  wept  at  once. 
Confus'd,  and  frighted  at  his  fudden  tears, 
Her  riling  beauties  fiufh'd  a  higher  bloom, 
As  thus  Palemon,  pafliuriate  and  juft, 
Pour'd  out  the  pious  rapture  of  his  foul. 

"  And  art  thou  then  Acafto's  dear  remains? 
"  She,  whom  my  refllefs  gratitude  has  fought 
"   So  long  in  vain:   it  is!   the  very  fame, 
"  The  foften'd  image  of  my  noble  friend. 
"  Alive  his  ev'ry  look,  his  ev'ry  feature, 
"  More  elegantly  touch'd.     Sweeter  than  Spring! 
"  Thoufole  furviving  bloffom  from  the  root 
"  That  nourifh'd  up  my. fortune  !   Say,  ah  where,. 
"  In  what  fequefler'd  defart  haft  thou  drawn 
t{  The  kindeft  afpecl  of  delighted  heav'n  ? 
"  Into  fuch  beauty  fpread,  and  blown  fo  fair  ; 
*£  Though  poverty's  cold  wind,  and  crufliing  rain, 
(i  Beat  keen,  and  heavy,  on  thy  tender  years? 
"  O  let  me  now,  into  a  richer  foil, 

«  Tranfplant 
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;  Tranfplant  thee  fafe !  where  vernal  funs  and  fhow'rs 
;t  Diffufe  their  warmeft,  largeft  influence; 
•'  And  of  my  garden  be  the  pride,  and  joy  ! 
"  111  it  befits  thee,  O  it  ill  befits 
<;  Acafto's  daughter,  his  whofe  open  ftores, 
<;  Tho*  vaft,  were  little  to  his  ampler  heart, 
"  The  father  of  a  country,  thus  to  pick 
"  The  very  refufe  of  thofe  harvefl  fields, 
"  Which  from  his  bounteous  friendihip  I  enjoy. 
"  Then  throw  that  fhameful  pittance  from  thy  hand 
<:  But  ill  apply 'd  to  fuch  a  rugged  talk  ; 
"  The  fields,  the  matter,  all,  my  fair,  are  thine; 
4  If  to  the  various  bleflings  which  thy  houfe 
-  "  Has  on  me  lavifh'd,  thou  wilt  add  that  blifs, 
"  That  deareft  blifs,  the  pow'r  of  bleffing  thee!" 

Here  ceas'd  the  youth  :  yet  ftill  his  fpeaking  eye 
Exprefs'd  the  facred  triumph  of  his  foul, 
With  confcious  virtue,  gratitude,  and  love, 
Above  the  vulgar  joy  divinely  rais'd. 
Nor  waited  he  reply.     Won  by  the  charm 
Of  goodnefs  irrefiftible,  and  all 
In  fweet  diforder  loft,  fhc  blufti'd  confent. 
The  news  immediate  to  her  mother  brought, 
While,  pierc'd  with  anxious  thought,  {he  pin'd  away 
The  lonely  moments  for  Lavinia's  fate; 
Amaz'd,  and  fcarce  believing  what  fne  heard, 
Joy  feiz'd  her  wither'd  veins,  and  one  bright  -ffleam 

O  O 

Of  fetting  life  fhone  on  her  ev'ning-hours, 
Not  lefs  cnraptui'd  than  the  happy  pair; 

Who 
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\Vho  flourifh'd  long  in  tender  blifs,  and  rear'd 
A  numerous  offspring,  lovely  like  themfelves, 
And  good,  the  grace  of  all  the  country  round. 


G  R  O  N'G  A  R     HILL. 

[DYER.] 

OlLENT  nymph,  with  curious  eye! 
Who,  the  purple  ev'ning,  lie 
On  the  mountain's  lonely  van, 
Beyond  the  noife  of  bufy  man, 
Painting  fair  the  form  of  things, 
While  the  yellow  linnet  lings  ; 
Or  the  tuneful  nightingale 
Charms  the  foreft  with  her  tale  ; 
Come,  with  all  thy  various  hues, 
Come,  and  aid  thy  filler  Mufe  ; 
Now,  while  Phoebus  riding  high 
Gives  luflre  to  the  land  and  fky  ! 
Grongar  Hill  invites  my  fong, 
Draw  the  landfkip  bright  and  ftrong  ; 
Grongar,  in  whofe  mofTy  cells 
Sweetly  mufmg  Quiet  dwells  ; 
Grongar,  in  whofe  filent  fhade 
For  the  modeft  Mufes  made, 
So  oft  I  have,  the  even  ftiil, 
At  the  fountain  of  a  rill, 

Sat 
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Sat  upon  the  flow'ry  bed, 

With  my  hand  beneath  my  head ; 

And  flray'd  my  eyes  o'er  Towy's  flood, 

Over  mead  and  over  wood, 

From  houfe  to  houfe,  from  hill  to  hill, 

Till  contemplation  had  her  fill. 

About  his  chequer'd  fides  I  wind, 
And  leave  his  brooks  and  meads  behind, 
And  groves,  and  grottoes  where  I  lay, 
And  viftoes  {hooting  beams  of  day  : 
Wider  and  wider  fpreads  the  vale  ; 
As  circles  on  a  fmooth  canal  : 
The  mountains  round,  (unhappy  fate, 
Sooner  or  later,  of  all  height !) 
Withdraw  their  fummits  from  the  fkies, 
And  leffen  as  the  others  rife : 
Still  the  profpeft  wider  fpreads, 
Adds  a  thoufand  woods  and  meads, 
Still  it  widens,  widens  ftill, 
And  finks  the  newly -rifen  hill. 

Now,  I  gain  the  mountain's  brow, 
What  a  landfkip  lies  below  ! 
No  clouds,  no  vapors  intervene, 
But  the  gay,  the  open  fcene 
Does  the  face  of  nature  fhow, 
In  all  the  hues  of  heav'n's  bow ! 
And,  fwelling  to  embrace  the  light, 
Spreads  around  beneath  the  fight. 

Old 
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Old  caftles  on  the  cliffs  arife, 
Proudly  tow 'ring  in  the  flues  ! 
Rufhing  from  the  woods,   the  fpires 
Seem  from  hence  afcending  fires  ! 
Half  his  beams  Apollo  fheds 
On  the  yellow  mountain-heads  ! 
Gilds  the  fleeces  of  the  flocks  ; 
And  glitters  on  the  broken  rocks  ! 

Below  me  trees  unnumber'd  rife. 
Beautiful  in  various  dyes  : 
The  gloomy  pine,  the  poplar  blue. 
The  yellow  beech,  the 'fable  yew, 
The  (lender  fir  that  taper  grows, 
The  flurdy  oak  with  broad-fpread  boughs. 
And  beyond  the  purple  grove, 
Haunt  of  Phillis,  queen  of  love  ! 
Gaudy  as  the  op'ning  dawn, 
Lies  a  long  and  level  lawn, 
On  which  a  dark  hill,   fleep  and  high, 
Holds  and  charms  the  wand'ring  eye  ! 
Deep  are  his  feet  in  Towy's  flood, 
His  fides^are  cloath'd  with  waving  wood, 
And  ancient  towers  crown  his  brow, 
That  cafb  an  awful  look  below  ; 
Whofe  ragged  walls  the  ivy  creeps, 
And  with  her  arms  from  falling  keeps ; 
So  both  a  fafety  from  the  wind 
On  mutual  dependence  find, 

'Tis 
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!Tis  how  the  raven's  bleak  abode; 
'Tis  now  th'  apartment  of  the  toad; 
And  there  the  fox  fccurely  feeds  ; 
And  there  the  pois'nous  adder  breeds,  C 

Conceal'd  in  ruins,  rnofs,   and  weeds,  ) 

While,  ever  and  anon,   there  falls 
Huge  heaps  of  hoary  moulder'd  walls. 
Yet  time  has  feen,  that  lifts  the  low, 
And  level  lays  the  lofty  brow, 
Has  feen  this  broken  pile  complear, 
Big  with  the  vanity  of  ftate  ;  f 

But  tranfient  is  the  fmile  of  fate  I  ) 

A  little  rule,  a  little  fway, 
A  fun-beam  in  a  winters  day, 
Is  all  the  proud  and  mighty  have 
Between  the  cradle  and  the  grave. 

And  fee  the  rivers  how  they  run, 
Through  woods  and  meads,  in  fhadc  and  fun, 
Sometimes  fwift,  fometimes  flow, 
Wave  fuccecding  wave,  they  go 
A  various  journey  to  the  deep, 
Like  human  life  to  endlefs  fleep  ! 
Thus  is  nature's  vcfture  wrought, 
To  inftrua  our  wand'ring  thought ; 
Thus  fhe  dreffes  green  and  gay, 
To  difperfe  our  cares  away. 

Ever  charming  ever  new, 
When  will  the  landfkip  tire  the  view.' 

R    '  The 
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The  fountain's  fall,  the  river's  flow, 

The  woody  vallies,  warm  and  low  ; 

The  windy  fummit,  wild  and  high, 

Roughly  rufhmg  on  the  fky  ! 

The  pleafant  feat,  the  ruin'd  tow'r, 

The  naked  rock,  the  fhady  bow'r  ; 

The  town  and  village,  dome  and  farm,  ^ 

Each  give  each  a  double  charm, 

As  pearls  upon  an  ^thiop's  arm. 

See  on  the  mountain's  fouthern  fide,  -\ 

Where  the  profpeft  opens  wide, 
Where  the  ev'ning  gilds  the  tide  ;  ) 

How  clofe  and  fmall  the  hedges  lie  ! 
What  ftreaks  of  meadows  crofs  the  eye  ! 
A  ftep  methinks  may  pafs  the  ftream, 
So  little  diftant  dangers  feem; 
So  wemiftake  the  future's  face, 
Ey'd  through  Hope's  deluding  glafs  ; 
As  yon  fummits  foft  and  fair, 
Clad  in  colors  of  the  air, 
Which  to  thofe  who  journey  near, 
Barren,  and  brown,  and  rough  appear: 
Grafs  and  flowers  Quiet  treads, 
On  the  meads  and  mountain-heads, 
Still  we  tread  the  fame  coarfe  way, 
The  prefent's  ftill  a  cloudy  day. 

O  may  I  with  myfelf  agree, 
And  never  covet  what  I  fee  : 

Content 
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Content  me  with  an  humble  fhade, 
My  paffion  tam'd,  my  wifhes  laid  ; 
For  while  our  wifhes  wildly  roll, 
We  banifh  Quiet  from  the  foul : 
'Tis  thus  the  bufy  beat  the  air  ; 
And  mifers  gather  wealth  and  care. 

Now,  ev'n  now,  my  joys  run  high, 
As  on  the  mountain-turf  I  lie  ; 
While  the  wanton  zephyr  rings, 
And  in  the  vale  perfumes  his  wings ; 
While  the  waters  murmur  deep  ; 
While  the  fhepherd  charms  his  fheep  ; 
While  the  birds  unbounded  fly,  x 

And  with  mufic  rill  the  fky,  C 

Now,  ev'n  now,  my  joys  run  high.  ) 

Be  full,  ye  courts,  be  great  who  will: 
Search  for  peace  with  all  your  fkill : 
Open  wide  the  lofty  door, 
Seek  her  on  the  marble  floor, 
In  vain  you  fearch,  flie  is  not  there ; 
In  vain  ye  fearch  the  domes  of  care  ! 
Along  with  Peace  clofe  ally'd, 
Ever  by  each  other's  fide. 

And  often,  by  the  murm'ring  rill,  x 

Hears  the  thrufh,  while  all  is  (till,  C 

Within  the  groves  of  Grongar  Hill.  J 

R  a  DEATH 


196  THE   BEAUTIES   OF 


DEATH    A    BLESSING    TO    THE    TRUE 
€  II  R  I  S  T  I  A  N. 

[YOUNG.] 

1\ND  feel  I,  Death  !  no  joy  from  thought  of  thee? 
Death,  the  great  counfellor,  who  man  infpires 
With  ev'ry  nobler  thought,  and  fairer  deed! 
Death,  the  deliverer,  who  refcues  man  ! 
Death,  the  rewarder,  who  refcu'd  crowns  ! 
Death,  that  abfolves  my  birth  ;  a  curie  without  it! 
Rich  Death,  that  realizes  all  my  cares, 
Toils,  virtues,  hopes  ;  without  it  a  chimera  ! 
Death,  of  all  pain  the  period,  not  of  joy  ! 
-  --  Death  is  the  crown  of  life  ! 
\Vere  Death  deny'd,  poor  man  would  live  in  vain; 
"Were  Death  deny'd,  to  live  would  not  be  life  ; 
Were  Death  deny'd,  ev'n  fools  would  wifh  to  die. 
Death  wounds  to  cure  :  we  fall  ;  we  rife  ;  we  reign  ; 
Spring  from  our  fetters  ;  fallen  in  the  fkies  : 
W7here  blooming  Eden  withers  in  our  fight  : 
Death  gives  us  more  than  was  in  Eden  loft  : 
This  king  of  terrors  is  the  prince  of  peace  ! 

THE 


THE     POETS.  197 


THE  GRAVE. 

[BLAIR.] 
The  koufe  appointed  for  all  living.     Jos. 

\VHILSTfome  affcd  the  fun,  and  ibmethc  (hade, 
Some  flee  the  city,  fomc  the  hermitage  : 
Their  aims  as  various  as  the  roads  they  take 
In  journeying  through  life  ;  the  tafk  be  mine 
To  paint  the  gloomy  horrors  of  the  tomb  ; 
Th'  appointed  place  of  rendezvous,  where  all 
Thefe  travelers  meet.     Thy  fuccours  I  implore, 
Eternal  king  !   whofe  potent  arm  fuftains 
The  keys  of  hell  and  death.  The  Grave,  dread  thing! 
Men  fhiver  when  thou'rt  nam'd  :   Nature  appal'd 
Shakes  off  her  wonted  firmnefs.     Ah  !  how  dark 
Thy  long-extended  realms,  and  rueful  waftes  : 
Where  nought  but  filence   reigns,  and  night,  dark 

night, 

Dark  as  was  Chaos,  ere  the  infant  fun 
Was  roll'd  together,  or  had  try'd  its  beams 
Athwart  the  gloom  profound  !  The  fickly  taper 
By  glimm'ring  thro'  thy  low-brow  rd  mi  fty  vaults, 
(Furr'd  round  with  mouldy  damps,  and  ropy  ilime,) 
Lets  fall  a  fupernumerary  horror, 
And  only  ferves  to  make  thy  night  more  irkfome. 
R  3  Well 
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Well  do  I  know  thee  by  thy  trufty  yew, 
Chearlefs,  unfocial  plant !  that  loves  to  dwell 
'Midfl  fculls  and  coffins,  epitaphs  and  worms  ; 
Where  light-heel'd  ghofts,  and  viiionary  fhades, 
Beneath  the  wan  cold  moon  (as  fame  reports) 
Embody'd,  thick,  perform  their  myftic  rounds. 
No  other  merriment,  dull  tree !  is  thine. 

See  yonder  hallow'd  fane  !  the  pious  work 
Of  names  once  fam'd,  now  dubious  or  forgot, 
And  buried  'midft  the  wreck  of  things  which  were; 
There  lie  interred  the  more  illuftrious  dead. 
The  wind  is  up  :  hark  !   how  it  howls  !  methinks 
Till  now,  I  never  heard  a  found  fo  dreary  : 
Doorscreek,  and  windowsclap,  and  night's  foul  bird 
Rook'd  in  the  fp  i  re  f creams  loud;  the  gloomy  iles 
Black  plaifter'd,  and  hung  round  with  fhreds  of  fcut- 

cheons 

And  tatter' d  coats  of  arms,  fend  back  the  found 
Laden  with  heavier  airs,  from  the  low  vaults 
The  manfions  of  the  dead.  Rouz'd  from  their  {lumbers 
In  grim  array  the  grizly  fpeftres  rife, 
Grin  horrible,  and  obftinately  fullen 
Pafs  and  repafs,  hufh'd  as  the  foot  of  night. 
Again  !  the  fcreech  owl  fhrieks  :  ungracious  found! 
I'll  hear  no  more,  it  makes  one's  blood  run  chill. 

Quite  round  the  pile,  a  row  of  rev 'rend  elms, 
Coaeval  near  with  that  all  ragged  fhew, 
Long  lafh'd  by  the  rude  winds  :  fome  rift  half  down 

Their 
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Their  branchlefs  trunks  :  others  fo  thin  a-top, 
That  fcarce  two  crows  could  lodge  in  the  fame  tree- 
Strange  things,  the  neighbours  fay,  have  happen 'd 

here  : 

Wild  fhrieks  have  iffu'd  from  the  hollow  tombs, 
Dead  men  have  come  again,  and  walk'd  about, 
And  the  great  bell  has  toll'd,  unrung,  untouch'd. 
(Such  tales  their  cheer,  at  wake  or  gofliping, 
When  it  draws  near  to  witching-time  of  night.) 

Oft  in  the  lone  church-yard  at  night  I've  feen 
By  glimpfe  of  moon-fhine,  cheq'ring  thro'  the  trees, 
The  fchool-boy  with  his  fatchel  in  his  hand, 
Whittling  aloud  to  bear  his  courage  up, 
And  lightly  tripping  o'er  the  long  flat  (lories, 
(With  nettles  fkirted,  and  with  mofs  o'ergrown,) 
That  tell  in  homely  phrafe  who  lie  below  ; 
Sudden !   he  ftarts,  and  hears,  or  thinks  lie  hears 
The  found  of  fomething  purring  at  his  heels  : 
Full  fad  he  flies,  and  dares  not  look  behind  him, 
Till  out  of  breath  he  overtakes  his  fellows ; 
Who  gather  round,  and  wonder  at  the  tale 
Of  horrid  apparition,    tall  and  ghafbly, 
That  walks  at  dead  of  night,  or  takes  his  fhand 
O'er  fome  new-open'd  grave  ;  and,  flrange  to  tell 
Evanifhes  at  crowing  of  the  cock» 

The  new-made  widow  too,  I've  fometimes  fpy'd, 
Sad  fight !  (low  moving  o'er  the  proftrate  dead  : 
Liftlefs,  fhe  crawls  along  in  doleful  black, 

Whilft 
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Whilft  burfts  of  forrow  gufh  from  either  eye, 
Fad-falling  down  her  now  untafted  cheek. 
Prone  on  the  lowly  grave  of  the  dear  man 
She  drops  ;  whilft  bufy-medling  memory, 
In  barbarous  fuccefiion,  mufters  up 
The  paft  endearments  of  their  fofter  hours, 
Tenacious  of  its  theme.     Still,  dill  fhe  thinks 
She  fees  him,  and  indulging  the  fond  thought, 
Clings  yet  more  clofely  to  the  fenfelefs  turf, 
Nor  heeds  the  pafienger  who  looks  that  way. 

Invidious  Grave  !   how  doft  thou  rend  in  funder 
Whom  love  has  knit,  and  fympathy  made  one ; 
A  tye  more  flubborn  far  than  nature's  band  ! 
Friendship  !   myfterious  cement  of  the  foul ! 
Sweetner  of  life  !   and  {older  of  fociety  ! 
I  owe  thee  much.  Thou  haft  deferv'd  from  me? 
Far,  far  beyond  what  I  can  ever  pay. 
Oft  have  I  prov'd  the  labours  of  thy  love, 
And  the  warm  efforts  of  the  gentle  heart 
Anxious  to  pleafe.     O  !   when  my  friend  and  I 
In  fome  thick  wood  have  wander'd  heedlefs  on, 
Hid  from  the  vulgar  eye  ;  and  fat  us  down 
Upon  the  (loping  cowflip-cover'd  bank, 
Where,  the  pure  limpid  ftream  has  flid  along 
In  grateful  errors  through  the  under-wood 
Sweet  murm'ring  :  methought!    the  fhrill-tongu'd 

thrufh 

Mended  his  fong  of  love  ;  the  footy  blackbird 
Mellow'd  his  pipe,  and  foften'd  ev'ry  note  : 

The 
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The  eglantine  fmell'd  fweeter,  and  the  rofe 

Aflum'd  a  dye  more  deep  ;  whilft  ev'ry  flower 

Vy'd  with  its  fellow-plant  in  luxury 

Of  drefs.     O  !  then  the  longeft  fummer's  day, 

Seem'd  too,   too  much  in  hade  :   ftill  the  full  heart 

Had  not  imparted  half :   'twas  happinefs 

Too  exquifite  to  laft.     Of  joys  departed 

Not  to  return,   how  painful  the  remembrance! 

Dull  Grave !   thou  fpoil'fl  the  dance  of  youthful 

blood, 

Strik'ft  out  the  dimple  from  the  cheek  of  mirth, 
And  ev'ry  fmirking  feature  from  the  face; 
Branding  our  laughter  with  the  name  of  madnefs. 
Where  are  the  jefters  now  ?  the  men  of  health 
Complexionally  pleafant  ?  where  the  droll, 
Whcfe  ev'ry  look  and  gefture  was  a  joke, 
To  clapping  theatres  and  fhouting  crowds, 
And  made  cv'n  thick-lip'd  mufmg  Melancholy 
To  gather  up  her  face  into  a  fmile 
Before  fhe  was  aware  ?  Ah !  fullen  now, 
And  dumb  as  the  green  turf  that  covers  them  ! 

Where  are  the  mighty  thunderbolts  of  war? 
The  Roman  Coefars  and  the  Grecian  chiefs, 
The  boaft  of  ftory  ?  Where  the  hot-brain 'd  youth  ? 
Who  the  tiara  at  his  plcafure  tore 
From  kings  of  all  the  then  difcover'd  globe  ; 
And  cry'd  forfooth,  becaufe  his  arm  was  hamper'd, 
And  had  not  room  enough  to  do  its  work  ? 

Alas! 
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Alas !  how  flim,  difhonorably  dim  ! 

And  cramm'd  into  a  fpace  we  blufh  to  name. 

Proud  royalty  !   how  alter'd  in  thy  looks  ? 

How  blank  thy  features,  and  how  wan  thy  hue  ? 

Son  of  the  morning!   whither  art  thou  gone  ? 

Where  haft  thou  hid  thy  many-fpangled  head, 

And  the  majeftic  menace  of  thine  eyes 

Felt  from  afar  ?  pliant  and  pow'rlefs  now  ; 

Like  new-born  infant  bound  up  in  his  fwathes, 

Or  victim  tumbled  flat  upon  his  back, 

That  throbs  beneath  the  facrificer's  knife  ; 

Mute,  muft  thou  bear  the  ftrife  of  little  tongues, 

And  coward  infults  of  the  bafc-born  crowd  ; 

That  grudge  a  privilege,  thou  never  hadft, 

But  only  hop'd  for  in  the  peaceful  Grave, 

Of  being  unmolefted  and  alone. 

Arabi's  gums  and  odoriferous  drugs, 

And  honors  by  the  heralds  duly  paid 

In  mode  and  form,  ev'n  to  a  very  fcruple  ; 

O  cruel  irony  !  thefe  come  too  late  : 

And  only  mock  whom  they  were  meant  to  honor. 

Surely  !   there's  not  a  dungeon-flave  that's  bury'd 

In  the  highway,  unfhrouded  and  uncoffin'd, 

But  lies  as  foft,  and  deeps  as  found  as  he. 

Sorry  pre-eminence  of  high  defcent 

Above  the  vulgar  born  to  rot  in  ftate  ! 

But  fee  :  the  well-plum'd  hearfe  comes  nodding  on 
Stately  and  flow ;  and  properly  attended 
By  the  whole  fable  tribe,  that  painful  watch 

The 
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The  (ick  man's  door,  and  live  upon  the  dead, 

By  letting  out  their  perfons  by  the  hour 

To  mimic  forrow,  when  the  heart's  not  fad. 

Plow  rich  the  trappings  !   now  they're  all  unfurl'd 

And  glittering  in  the  fun  !   triumphant  entries 

Of  conquerors,   and  coronation  pomps, 

In  glory  fcarce  exceed.     Great  gluts  of  people 

Retard  th'  unwieldy  fhew  ;  whilft  from  the  cafe- 

ments 

And  houfes  tops,  ranks  behind  ranks  clofe  wedg'd 
Hang  bellying  o'er.     But !  tell  us,  why  this  wafte  ? 
Why  this  ado  in  earthing  up  a  carcafe 
That's  fall'n  into  difgrace,  and  in  the  noflril 
Smells  horrible  ?   Ye  undertakers  !   tell  us, 
'Midft  all  the  gorgeous  figures  you  exhibit, 
Why  is  the  principal  conceal'd,  for  which 
You  make  this  mighty  flir  ?   'Tis  wifely  done  : 
What  would  offend  the  eye  in  a  good  pifture 
The  painter  cafts  difcreetly  ink)  fhades. 

Proud  lineage,   now  how  little  thou  appear'ft ! 
Below  the  envy  of  the  private  man  ! 
Honor!  that  meddlefome  officious  ill, 
Purfues  thee  ev'n  to  death  ;  nor  there  flops  fhort. 
Strange  perfecution !  when  the  Grave  itfelf 
Is  no  protection  from  rude  fufferance. 

Abfurd!  to  think  to  over- reach  the  Grave, 
And  from  the  wreck  of  names  to  refcue  ours  ! 
The  beft  concerted  fchemes  men  lay  for  fame 

Die 
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Die  faft  away :  only  themfelves  die  fader. 
The  far-fam'd  fculptor,  and  the  laurePd  bard. 
Thofe  bold  infurers  of  eternal  fame, 
Supply  their  little  feeble  aids  in  vain. 
The  tap'ring  pyramid  !   th'  Egyptian's  pride, 
And  wonder  of  the  world  !   whofe  fpiky  top 
Has  wounded  the  thick  cloud,  and  long  outliv'd 
The  angry  fhaking  of  the  winter's  ftorm  ; 
Yet  fpent  at  laft  by  th'  injuries  of  heav'n, 
Shatter'd  with  age,  and  furrow'd  o'er  with  years, 
The  myftic  cone  with  hieroglyphics  crufted 
Gives  way.     O  !   lamentable  fight!   at  once 
The  labor  of  whole  ages  lumbers  down  ; 
A  hideous  and  mif-fhapen  length  of  ruins. 
Sepulchral  columns  wreftle  but  in  vain 
With  all-fubduing  Time  :  her  cank'ring  hand 
With  calm  deliberate  malice  wafteth  them  : 
Worn  on  the  edge  of  days,  the  brafs  confumes, 
The  bufto  moulders,  and  the  deep  cut  marble, 
Unfteady  to  the  fteel,  gives  up  its  charge. 
Ambition  !  half  convi&ed  of  her  folly, 
Hangs  down  the  head,  and  reddens  at  the  tale. 

Here  all  the  mighty  troublers  of  the  earth, 
Who  fwam  to  fov'ran  rule  thro'  feas  of  blood; 
Th'  oppreflive,  fturdy,  man-deflroying  villains ! 
Who  ravag'd  kingdoms,  and  laid  empires  wafle, 
And  in  a  cruel  wantonnefs  of  pow'r 
Thinn'd  ftates  of  half  their  people,  and  gave  up 
To  want  the  reft ;  now  like  a  ftorm  that's  fpent, 

Lie 
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ie  hufh'd,  and  meanly  fneak  behind  thy  covert, 
ain  thought!  to  hide  them  from  the  gen'ral  fcorn, 
'hat  haunts  and  dogs  them  like  an  injur'd  ghoft 
Implacable.     Here  too  the  petty  tyrant 
Whofe  fcant  domains  geographer  ne'er  notic'd, 
And  well  for  neighb'ring  grounds,  of  arm  as  fhort  ; 
Who  fix'd  his  iron  talons  on  the  poor. 
And  grip'd  them  like  fome  lordly  beaft  of  prey, 
Deaf  to  the  forceful  cries  of  gnawing  hunger, 
And  pitious  plaintive  voice  of  mifery  : 
(As  if  a  Have  was  not  a  fhred  of  nature, 
Of  the  fame  common  nature  with  his  lord  :) 
Now  !  tame  and  humble  like  a  child  that's  whipp'd, 
Shakes  hands  with  duft,  and  calls  the  worm  hi! 

kinfman  ; 

Nor  pleads  his   rank  and  birthright.  Under  ground 
Precedency's  ajeft;  vaflfal  and  lord 
GroQy  familiar,  fide  by  fide  confume. 

When  felf-efteem,  or  others  adulation, 
Would  cunningly  perfuade  us  we  were  fomcthing 
Above  the  common  level  of  our  kind; 
The    Grave     gainfays     the     fmooth-compiexion'd 

flatt'ry. 
And  with  blunt  truth  acquaints  us  what  we  are. 

Beauty!  thou  pretty  play-thing  !    dear  deceit! 
That  deals  fo  foftly  o'er  the  ftripling's  heart, 
And  gives  it  a  new  pulfe,   unknown  before! 
The  grave  difcredits  thee:  thy  charms  expung'd, 

S  '    Thv 
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Thy  rofes  faded,  and  thy  lillies  foil'd: 

What  haft  thou  more  to  boaft  of?  Will  thy  lovers 

Flock  round  dice  now,  to  gaze  and  do  thce  homage  ? 

Methinks  !   I  fee  thcc  with  thy  head  low  laid  ; 

Whilft  furfeited  upon  thy  damafk  cheek, 

The  high-fed  worm  in  lazy  volumns  roll'd, 

Riots  unfcar'd.     For  this,  was  all  thy  caution  ? 

For  this,  thy  painful  labours  at  thy  glafs  ? 

T'  improve  thole  charms,  and  keep  them  in  repair, 

For  which  the  fpoiler  thanks  thee  not.  Foul  feeder! 

Coarfe  fare  and  carrion  pleafe  thee  full  as  well, 

And  leave  as  keen  a  relifh  on  the  fenfe. 

Look  !  how  the  fair  one  weeps  !  the  confcious  tears 

Stand  thick  as  dew-drops  on  the  bells  of  flow'rs  : 

Honeft  effufion  !   the  fwoln  heart  in  vain 

Works  hard  to  put  a  glofs  on  its  diftrefs. 

Strength  too  !  thou  furly,  and  lefs  gentle  boaft 
Of  thofe  that  laugh  loud  at  the  village-ring! 
A  fit  of  common  ficknefs  pulls  thee  down 
With  greater  eafe,  than  e'er  thou  didft  the  tripling 
That  rafhly  dar'd  thee  to  th'  unequal  fight. 
What  groan  was  that  I  heard  ?  deep  groan  indeed  ! 
With  anguifh  heavy  laden  !  let  me  trace  it  : 
From  yonder  bed  it  comes,  where  the  ftrong  man 
By  ftronger  arm  belabor'd,  gafps  for  breath 
Like  a  hard-hunted  bcaft.     How  his  great  heart 
Beats  thick  !  his  roomy  cheft  by  far  too  fcant 
To  give  the  lungs  full  play  !  what  now  avail 
The  ftrong-built    imewy  limbs,     and    well-fpread 

£ho\ilders  ? 

See! 
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See!   how  he  tugs  for  life,  and  lays  about  him  ! 

Mad  with  his  pain!   eager  he  catches  hold 

Of  what  comes  next  to  hand,  and  grafps  it  hard, 

Juft  like  a  creature  drowning  I   hideous  fight ! 

O  !  how  his  eyes  (land  out !   and   ftare  full  ghaftly  ! 

Whilft  the  diftempcr's  rank  and  deadly  venom 

Shoots  like  a  burning  arrow  crofs  his  bowels, 

And  drinks  his  marrow  up.   Heard  you  that  groan  ? 

It  was  his  laft.     See  how  the  great  Goliath, 

Juft  like  a  child  thatbrawl'd  itfelf  to  reft, 

Lies  ftill.     What    mean 'ft    thou    then,  O  mighty 

boafter ! 

To  vaunt  of  nerves  of  thine  ?  What  means  the  bull, 
Unconicious  of  his  ftrcngth,  to  play  the  coward, 
And  flee  before  a  feeble  thing  like  man; 
That  knowing  well  the  flacknefs  of  his  arm, 
Trails  only  in  the  well  invented  knife  ! 

With  ftudy  pale,  and  midnight  vigils  fpcnt, 
The  ftar-lurveying  fage.  clofe  to  his  eye 
Applies  the  fight-invigorating  tube; 
And  traveling  thro'  the  boundlefs  length  of  fpacc 
Maiks  well  the  courfcs  of  the  far-feen  orbs, 
That  roll  with  regular  confufion  there, 
In  extacy  of  thought.     But  ah  !  proud  man  * 
Great  heights  are  hazardous  to  the  weak  head : 
Soon,  very  foon.  thy  firmed  footing  fails  ; 
And  down  thou  dropp'ft  into  that  darkfome  place, 
Where  nor  device,  nor  knowledge  ever  came. 

S  2  Here  ! 
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Here!  the  tongue-warrior  lies,  disabled  now, 
Difarm'd,  diflionor'd,  like  a  wretch   that's  gagg'd, 
And  cannot  tell  his  ail  to  patters  by. 
Great  man  of  language !  whence  this  mighty  change  ? 
This  dumb  defpair,  and  drooping  of  the  head  ? 
Though  ftrong  Perfuafion  hung  upon  thy  lip, 
And  fly  Infmuation's  fofter  arts 
In  ambufh  lay  about  thy  flowing  tongue ; 
Alas!  howchop-fall'nnow  ?  thick  mifts  and  lilence 
Reft,  like  a  weary  cloud,  upon  thy  bread 
Unceafing.     Ah  !  where  is  the  lifted  arm, 
1  he  ftrength  of  aclion,  and  the  force  of  words, 
The  well-turn'd  period,  and  the  well-tun'd  voice, 
With  all  the  lefTer  ornaments  of  phrafe  ? 
Ah  !  fled  for  ever,  as  they  ne'er  had  been  ! 
Raz'd  from  the  book  of  fame  :   or  more  provoking, 
Perhaps  fome  hackney  hunger-bitten  fcribler 
Infults  thy  memory,  and  blots  thy  tomb 
With  long  flat  narrative,  or  duller  rhimes 
With  heavy  halting  pace  that  drawl  along  ; 
Enough  to  roufe  a  dead  man  into  rage, 
And  warm  with  red  refentment  the  wan  cheek. 

Here  !  the  great  mafters  of  the  healing  art, 
Phefe  mighty  mock  defrauders  of  the  tomb  ! 
Spite  of  their  juleps  and  catholicons 
Refign  to  fate.     Proud  /Efculapius'  fon, 
Wrhere  are  thy  boafted  implements  of  art, 
And  all  thy  well-cramm'd  magazines  of  health  ? 
Nor  hill,  nor  vale,  as  far  as  {hip  could  go, 

Nor 
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Nor  margin  of  the  gravel-bottom'd  brook, 
.Efcap'd  thy  rifling  hand  !   from  ftubborn  fhrubs 
Thou  wrung' ft  their  fhy  retiring  virtues  out, 
And  vex'd  them  in  the  fire ;  nor  fly,  nor  infect, 
Nor  writhy  fnake,  efcap'd  thy  deep  refearch. 
But  why  this  apparatus  ?  why  this  coft  ? 
Tell  us,  thou  doughty  keeper  from  the  grave  ! 
Where  are  thy  recipes  and  cordials  now, 
With  the  long  lift  of  vouchers  for  thy  cures  ? 
Alas  !  thou  fpeak'ft  not.     The  bold  impoftor 
Looks  not  more  filly,  when  the  cheat's  found  out. 

Here  !  the  lank  fided  mifer,  worft  of  felons  ! 
Who  meanly  ftole,  difcreditable  fliift  ! 
From  back  and  belly  too,  their  proper  cheer  ; 
Eas'd  of  a  tax,  it  irk'd  the  wretch  to  pay 
To  his  own  carcafe,  now  lies  cheaply  lodg'd, 
By  clam'rous  appetites  no  longer  teaz'd, 
Nor  tedious  bills  of  charges  and  repairs. 
But  ah  !   where  are  his  rents,  his  comings  in  ? 
.  Ay  !  now  you've  made  the  rich  man  poor  indeed  : 
Robb'd  of  his  gods,  what  has  he  left  behind  ! 
O  !   curfed  lu.ft  of  gold  !   when  for  thy  fake 
The  fool  throws  up  his  int'reft  in  both  worlds, 
Firft  ftarv'd  in  this,  then  damn'd  in  that  to  come. 

How  fhocking  muft  thy  fummons  be,  O    Death  ! 
To  him  that  is  at  eafe  in  his  poffeffions ; 
\Vho  counting  on-long  years  of  pleafure  here, 
Is  quite  unfurniih'd  for  that  world  to  come  ! 

S3  In 
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In  that  dread  moment,  how  the  frantic  ibui 
Raves  round  the  walls  of  her  clay  tenement, 
Runs  to  each  avenue,  and  fhrieks  for  help. 
But  fhrieks  in  vain  !   how  wiihfully  flie  looks 
On  all  (he's  leaving,  now  no  longer  hers  I 
A  little  longer,  yet  a  little  longer  : 
O  !  might  fhe  flay  to  wafh  away  her  ftains, 
And  fit  her  for  her  paffage  !    mournful  light  I 
Her  very  eyes  weep  blood  ;  and  ev'ry  groan 
She  heaves  is  big  with  horror  :   but 'the  foe, 
Like  a  {launch  murd'rer  fteady  to  his  purpofe, 
Purfues  her  clofe  through  ev'ry  lane  of  life, 
Nor  mhTes  once  the  track,  but  preiTes  on  ; 
Till  forc'd  at  laft  to  the  tremendous  verge, 
At  once  fhe  links  to  everlafting  ruin. 

Sure  {  'tis  a  ferious  thing  to  die  !  my  foul ! 
What  a  flrange  moment  muft  it  be,  when  near 
Thy  journey's  end,  thou  haft  the  gulf  in  view  ? 
That  awful  gulf,  no  mortal  e'er  repafs'd 
Tottell  what's  doing  on  the  other  fide  ! 
Nature  runs  back,  and  fhuddcrs  at  the  fight, 
And  ev'ry  life-ftring  bleeds  at  thoughts  of  parting  1 
For  part  they  muft  :    body  and  foul  muft  part ; 
Fond  couple !  link'd  more  clofe  thai*  wedded  pair, 
This  wings  its  way  to  its  almighty  fource. 
The- witnefs-  of  its  actions,  now  its  judge  ; 
That  drops  into  the  dark  and  noifome  grave, 
.Lite  a  difabledt  pitchtr  ©I  no  ufe,. 
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If  death  was  nothing,  and  nought  after  death  ; 
If  when  men  dy'd,  at  once  they  ceas'd  to  be. 
Returning  to  the  barren  womb  of  nothing 
Whence  firft  they  fprung:  then  might  the  debauchee 
Untrembling  mouth  the  heav'ns  :    then  might  the 

drunkard 

Reel  over  his  full  bowl,  and  when  'tis  draiii'd, 
Fill  up  another  to  the  brim,  and  laugh 
At  the  poor  bug-bear  Death  :  then  might  the  wretch 
That's  weary  of  the  world,  and  tir'd  of  life 
At  once  give  each  inquietude  the  flip 
By  Mealing  out  of  being  when  he  pleas'd, 
And  by  what  way  ;  whether  by  hemp  or  fteel: 
Death's  thoufand  doors  (land  open .  Who  could  force 
The  ill-pleas'd  gueft  to  fit  out  his  full  time, 
Or  blame  him  if  he  goes  ?   Sure  !   he  does  well 
That  helps  himfelf  as  timely  as  he  can, 
When  able.     But  if  there  is  an  hereafter, 
And  that  there  is,  confidence,  uninfluenc'd 
And  fuffer'd  to  fpeak  out,  tells  ev'ry  man  : 
Then  mud  it  be  an  awful  thing  to  die  ; 
More  horrid  yet  to  die  by  one's  own  hand. 
Self-murder  !   name  it  not ;  our  ifland's  fharne  : 
•That  makes  her  the  reproach  of  neighb'ring  ftates,. 
Shall  nature,  fwerving  from  her  earliefl  diftate 
Self-prefervation,  fall  by  her  own  aft  ? 
Forbid  it  heav'n  !   let  not  upon  difguft 
The  fhamelefs  hand  be  foully  crimfon'd  o'er 
With  blood  of  its  own  lord.      Dreadful  attempt  !' 
J*uft  reeking  from  felf-flaughter,  in  a>  rage 

To 
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To  rufh  into  the  prefence  of  our  judge  ! 

As  if  we  challeng'd  him  to  do  his  word, 

And  matter'd  not  his  wrath.     Unheard-of  tortures 

Mud  be  referv'd  for  fuch  :   thefe  herd  together  ; 

The  common  damn'd  fhun  their  fociety, 

And  look  upon  themfelves  as  fiends  lefs  foul. 

Our  time  is  fix'd  !   and  all  our  clays  are  number'd  ! 

How  long,  how  fhort,  we  know  not:  this  we  know, 

Duty  requires  we  calmly  wait  the  fummons, 

Nor  dare  to  ftir,  till  heav'n  fhall  give  permiftion  : 

Like  Gentries  that  mud  keep  their  dedin'd  ftand, 

And  wait  th'  appointed  hour,  till  they're  reliev'd. 

Thofe  only  are  the  brave,  who  keep   their  ground} 

And  keep  it  to  the  lad.     To  run  away 

Is  but  a  coward's  trick  :   to  run  away 

From  this  world's  ills,  that  at  the  very  word 

Will  foon  blow  o'er,  thinking  to  mendourfelves 

By  boldly  vent'ring  on  a  world  unknown, 

And  plunging  headlong  in  the  dark  !   'tis  mad  ; 

No  frenzy  half  fo  defperate  as  this. 

Tell  us!  ye  dead  !  Will  none  of  you  in  pity 
To  thofe  you  left  behind  difclofe  the  fecret  ? 
O !   that  fome  courteous  ghod  would  blab  it  out ! 
What  'tis  you  are,  and  we  muft  fhortly  be. 
I've  heard,  that  fouls  departed  have  fometimes 
Forewarn 'd  men  of  their  death  :   'twas  kindly  done 
To  knock  and  give  th'  alarum.     But  what  means 
This  dinted  charity  ?  'tis  but  lame  kindnefs 
That  does  its  work  by  halves.  Why  might  you  not 

Tell 
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Tell  us  what  'tis  to  die?  Do  the  drifts  laws 

Of  your  fociety  forbid  your  fpeaking 

Upon  a  point  fo  nice  ?  I'll  afk  no  more ; 

Sullen,  like  lamps  in  fepulchres,  your  fhine 

Enlightens  but  yourfelves  :  well — 'tis  no  matter: 

A  very  little  time  will  clear  up  all, 

And  make  us  learn'd  as  you  are,  and  as  clofe. 

Death's    {hafts  fly  thick  !    Here  falls  the  village 

fwain, 

And  there  his  pamper'd  lord  !  The  cup  goes  round, 
'And  who  fo  artful  as  to  put  it  by  ? 
JTis  long  fmce  death  had  the  majority  ; 
'Yet  ftrange!  the  living  lay  it  not  to  heart. 
See  !   yonder  maker  of  the  dead  man's  bed, 
The  fexton  !   hoary-headed  chronicle, 
Of  hard  unmeaning  face,  down  which  ne'er  flole 
A  gentle  tear  ;  with  mattock  in  his  hand 
Digs  thro'  whole  rows  of  kindred  and  acquaintance, 
By  far  his  juniors  !   fcarce  afcuH'scail  up, 
But  well  he  knew  its  owner,  and  can  tell 
Some  paffage  of  its  life.     Thus  hand  in  hand 
The  fot  has  walk'd  with  Death  twice  twenty  years  ; 
And  yet  ne'er  yonker  on  the  green  laughs  louder. 
Or  clubs  a  fmuttier  tale  ;  when  drunkards  meet, 
None  fmgs  a  merrier  catch,  or  lends  a  hand 
More  willing  to  his  cup.     Poor  wretch  !  he  minds 

not, 

That  foon  fome  trufty  brother  of  the  trade 
Shall  do  for  him  what  he  has  done  for  thoufands. 

On 
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On  this  fide,  and  on  that,  men   fee  their  friends 
Drop  off,  like  leaves  in  Autumn  ;  yet  launch  out 
Into  fantaftic  fchemes,  which  the  long  livers 
In  the  world's  hale  and  undcgcn'rate  days, 
Could  fcarce  have  leifure  for  ;  fools  that  we  are  ! 
Never  to  think  of  Death  and  of  ourfclves 
At  the  lame  time  !   as  if  to  learn  to  die 
Were  no   concern  of  ours.     O  !  more  than  fottifh  ! 
ior  cieatures  of  a  day,   in  gameiome  mood 
To  frolic  on  eternity's  dread  brink. 
Unapprehcnfive  ;  when  for  ought  we  know 
The  very  firft  fwoln  furge  fhall  fweep  us  in. 
Think  we,  or  think   we  not,  time  hurries  on 
With  a  refiftlcfs  unremitting  ftream, 
Yet  treads  more  foft  than  e'er  did  midnight  thief, 
1  hat  Hides  his  hand  under  the  mifer's  pillow, 
And  carries  oif  his  prize.     What  is  this  world  ? 
What !   but  a  fpacious  burial-field  unwall'd, 
Strew 'd  with  death's  fpoils,  the  fpoils  of  animals 
Savage  and  tame,  and  full  of  dead  men's  bones  ? 
The  very  turf  on  which   we  tread,  once  liv'd  ; 
And  we  that  live  muft  lend  our  carcafcs 
To  cover  our  own  offspring:  in  their  turns 
They  too  muft  cover  theirs.     'Tis  here  all  meet ! 
The  fhiv'ring  Icelander,  and  fun-burnt  Moor ; 
Men  of  all  climes,  that  never  met  before, 
And  of  all  creeds,  the  Jew,  the  Turk,  the  Chriftian. 
Here  the  proud  prince,  and  favorite  yet  prouder, 
His  fov'reign's  keeper,  and  the  people's  fcourge, 
Are  huddled  out  of  fight.     Here  He  abafh'd 

The 
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The  great  negociaters  of  the  earth, 
And  celebrated  matters  of  the  ballance, 
Deep  read  in  ftratagems,  and  wiles  ot  courts: 
Now  vain  their  treaty-fkill  !   Death  fcornsto  treat. 
Here  the  o'erloadecl  flave  flings  down  his  burthen, 
From  his  gall'd  fhoulders;  and  when  the  cruel  tyrant 
With  all  his  guards  and  tools  of  pow'r  about  him, 
Is  meditating  new  unheard-of  hardships. 
Mocks  hisfhort  arm,  and  quick  as  thought  efcapes, 
Where  tyrants  vex  not,  and  the  weary  reft. 
Here  the  warm  lover  leaving  the  cool  (hade, 
The  tell-tale  echo,   and  the  bubbling  ftream, 
Time  out  of  mind  the  fav'rite  feats  of  love, 
Fafl  by  his  gentle  miftrefslays  him  down 
Unblafted  by  foul  tongue.     Here  friends  and  foes 
Lie  clofe  ;  unmindful  of  their  former  feuds. 
The  lawn  rob'd  prelate,  and  plain  prefbyter, 
E're  while  that  flood  aloof,  as  fhy  to  meet, 
Familiar  mingle  here,  like  fifter-ftreams 
That  fome  rude  interpofmg  rock  had  fplit. 
Here  is  the  large-limb'd  peafant :  here  the  child 
Of  a  fpan  long,  that  never  faw  the  fun, 
Nor  prefs'd  the  nipple,  ftrangled  in  life's  porch  ; 
Here  is  the  mother  with  her  fons  and  daughters  ; 
The  barren  wife;  the  long-demurring  maid, 
Whofe  lonely  unappropriated  fweets 
Smil'd  like  yon  knot  of  cowflips  on  the  cliff, 
Not  to  be  come  at  by  the  willing  hand. 
Here  are  the  prude  fevere,  and  gay  coquette, 
The  fober  widow,  and  the  young  green  virgin, 

Cropped 
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Cropp'd  like  a  rofe,  before  'tis  fully  blown, 

Or  half  its  worth  difclos'd.     Strange  medley  here! 

Here  garrulous  old  age  winds  up  his  tale  ; 

And  jovial  youth,  of  lightfome  vacant  heart, 

Whofe  ev'ry  day  was  made  of  melody, 

Hears  not  the   voice  of  mirth:  the   fhrill-tongu'd 

fhrew, 

Meek  as  the  turtle-dove,  forgets  her  chiding. 
Here  are  the  wife,  the  gen'rous,  and  the  brave  ; 
Thejuft,  the  good,  the  worthlefs,  the  prophane, 
The  downright  clown,  and  perfectly  well-bred  ; 
The  fool,  the  churl,  the  fcoundrel,  and  the  mean, 
The  fupple  ftatefman,  and  the  patriot  ftern  ; 
The  wrecks  of  nations,  and  the  fpoils  of  time, 
With  all  the  lumber  of  fix  thoufand  years. 

Poor  man  !  how  happy  once  in  thy  firft  (late  ! 
When  yet  but  warm  from  thy  great  Maker's  hand  ! 
He  ftamp'd  thee  with  his  image,  and  well  pleas'd 
Smil'd  on  his  laft  fair  work.     Then  all  was  well. 
Sound  was  the  body,  and  the  foul  ferene  ; 
Like  two  fweet  inftruments  ne'er  out  of  tune, 
That  play  their  feveral  parts.     Nor  head,  nor  heart, 
Offer'd  to  ache :  nor  was  there  caufe  they  fhould  ; 
For  all  was  pure  within  :  no  fell  remorfe, 
Nor  anxious  cartings  up  of  what  may  be. 
Alarm'd  his  peaceful  bofom :  fummer  feas 
Shew   not  more  fmooth,  when  kifs'd  by  fouthern 

winds, 
Juft  ready  to  expire.     Scarce  importun'd 

The 
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The  gcn'rous  foil  with  a  luxuriant  hand 
OfTer'd  the  various  produce  of  the  year, 
Andev'ry  thing  moftperfed  in  its  kind. 
Bleffed  !   thrice  bleffed  days  !   but  ah,  how  fhort ! 
Blefs'd  as  the  pleafmg  dreams  of  holy  men  ; 
But  fugitive  like  thofc,  and  quickly  gone. 
O  !   flipp'ry  ftate  of  things  !   What  fudden  turns? 
What  flrangc  vicifiitudes,  in  the  firft  leaf 
Of  man's  fad  hiftory  ?   to-day  moft  happy, 
And  ere  to-morrow's  fun  has  fet,   moft  abjea  ! 
Mow  fcant  the  fpace  between  thefe  vaft  extremes  ! 
Thus  far'd  it  with  our  Sire  :   Not  long  he  enjoy'd 
Hisparadife!   fcarce  had  the  happy  tenant 
Of  the  fair  fpot  due  time  to  prove  its  fweets, 
Or  fum  them  up  ;  when  (trait  he  muft  be  gone 
..Ne'er  to  return  again.     And  muft  he  go  ? 
Can  nought  compound  for  the  firft  dire  offence 
Of  erring  man  ?   Lzke  one  that    is  condemned 
Fain  would  he  trifle  time  with  idle  talk, 
And  parley  with  his  fate.     But  'tis  in  vain. 
Not  all  the  lavifh  odors  of  the  place 
Offered  in  incenfe  can  procure  his  pardon, 
Or  mitigate  his  doom.     A  mighty  angel 
With  flaming  fword  forbids  his  longer  flay 
And  drives  the  loit'rer  forth  ;  nor  muft  he  take 
One  laft  and  farewel  round.     At  once  he  loft 
His  glory,  and  his  God.     If  mortal  now, 
Andforelymaim'd,  no  wonder  !  Man  has  fmn'd. 
Sick  of  his  blifs,  and  bent  on  new  adventures 
1  he  would  needs   try:  nor  try 'd  in  vain. 

T  (Dreadful 
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(Dreadful  experiment !  deftruftive  meafure  ! 

Where  the  worft  thing  could  happen,  is  fuccefs) 

Alas  !   too  well  he  fped:   the  good  he  fcorn'd 

Stalk'd  off  reluc>ant,  like  an  ill-us'd  ghoft, 

Not  to  return  ;  or  if  he  did,  its  vifits 

Like  thofe  of  angels  fhort,  and  far  between  : 

Whilft  the  black  daemons  with  his  hell-fcap'd  train, 

Admitted  once  into  its  better  room, 

Grew  loud  and  mutinous,  nor  would  be  gone  ; 

Lording  it  o'er  the  man.   who  now  too  late 

Saw  the  rafh  error,  which  he  could  not  mend  ; 

An  error  fatal  not  to  him  alone, 

But  to  his  future  fons,  his  fortune's  heirs. 

Inglorious  bondage  !   human  nature  groans 

Beneath  a  vaffalage  fo  vile  and  cruel, 

Arnd  its  vaft  body  bleeds  through  ev'ry  vein. 

What  havoc  haft  fhou  made  ?  foul  monfter,  fin  ! 
Created  and  firft  of  ills  ;  the  fruitful  parent 
Of  woes  of  all  dimenlions  !  but  for  thee 
Sorrow  had  never  been.     All  noxious  things! 
Of  vilefl  nature !   other  forts  of  evils 
Are  kindly  circumfcrib'd.  and  have  their  bounds. 
The  fierce  volcano,  from  its  burning  entrails 
That  belches  molten  ftone  and  globes  of  fire, 
Involv'd  in  pitchy  clouds  of  fmoke  and  ftcnch, 
Mars  the  adjacent  fields  for  fomc  leagues  round, 
And  there  it  flops.     The  big  fwoln  inundation, 
Of  mifchicf  more  difFufive,  raving  loud, 
Buries  whole  trafts  of  country,  threat' ning  more; 

But 


THE     POETS.  219 

But  that  too  has  its  Chore  it  cannot  pafs. 

More  dreadful  far  than  thefe ;  fin  has  laid  wafle 

Not  here  and  there  a  country,  but  a  world  : 

Difpatching  at  a  wide  extended  blow 

Entire  mankind;  and  for  their  fakes  defacing 

A  whole  creation's  beauty  with  rude  hands  ; 

BlafKng  the  foodful  grain,  the  loaded  branches, 

And  marking  all  along  its  way  with  ruin. 

Accurfed  thing !   O,  where  fhall  fancy  find 

A  proper  name  to  call  thee  by,  expreffive 

Of  all  thy  horrors  ?  pregnant  womb  of  ills  ! 

Of  temper  fo  tranfcendently  malign, 

That  toads  and  ferpcnts  of  moft  deadly  kind 

Compar'd  to  thec  are  harmlefs.     Sickneifes 

Of  ev'ry  (ize  and  fymptom,  racking  pains, 

And  blueil  plagues  are  thine  !    See!  how  the  fiend 

Profufely  fcatters  the  contagion  round ! 

Whilft  deep-mouth'd  flaughterbellowing  at  her  heels 

Wades  deep  in  blood  new  fpilt;  yet  for  to-morrow 

Shapes  out  new  work  of  great  uncommon  daring. 

And  inly  pines  till  the  dread  blow  is  ftruck. 

But  hold!   I've  gone  too  far  ;  too  much  difcover'd 
My  father's  nakednefs,  and  nature's  fhame. 
Here  let  me  paufe!   and  drop  an  honelt  tear, 
One  burft  of  filial  duty,  and  condolance, 
O'er  all  thofe  ample  defarts  Death  hath  fpread, 
This  chaos  of  mankind.  O  great  man-eater ! 
Whole  ev'ry  day  is  carnival,  not  fated  yet ! 
Unheard-of  epicure  !  without  a  fellow  ! 

T  2  The 
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The  v'eryeft  gluttons  do  not  always  cram; 

Some  intervals  of  abflinence  are  fought 

o 

To  edge  the  appetite :  thou  feekeft  none. 
Methinks  !  the  countlefs  fwarms  thou  haft  devour'd, 
And  thoufands  that  each  hour  thou  gobbleft  up  ; 
This,  lefs  than  this,  might  gorge  thee  to  the  full ! 
But  ah  !   rapacious  ftill,  thou  gap'ft  for  more  : 
Like  one,  whole  days  defrauded  of  his  meals, 
On  whom  lank  hunger  lays  his  fkinny  hand, 
And  whets  to  keeneft  eagernefs  his  cravings. 
(As  if  difeafes,  maflacres,  and  poifon, 
Famine  and  war,  were  not  thy  caterers  !) 

But  know  !   that  thou  muft  render  up  thy  dead, 
And  with  high  int'refl  too  !   they  arc  not  thine  ; 
But  only  in  thy  keeping  for  a  fcafon, 
Till  the  great  promis'd  day  of  reftitution  ; 
Yv'hen  loud  diffufive  found  from  brazen  trump 
Of  ftrong-lung'd  cherub  ffyall  alarm  thy  captives, 
And  roufe  the  long,  long  ileepers  into  life, 

Day-light  and  liberty. 

Then  muft  thy  gates  fly  open,  and  reveal 

The  mines,  that  lay  long  forming  under  ground, 

In  their  dark  cells  immur'd  ;  but  now  full  ripe, 

And  pure  as  filver  from  the  crucible, 

That  twice  has  ftood  the  torture  of  the  fire 

And  inquifition  of  the  forge.     We  know, 

TV  Illuftrious  Deliverer  of  mankind, 

The  Son  of  God,  thee  Foil'd.     Him  in  thy  pow'r 

Thou  couldft  not  hold ;  felf-vigorous  he  rofe, 

And, 
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And,  fhaking  off  thy  fetters,  foon  retook 

Thofe  fpoils  his  voluntary  yielding  lent. 

(Sure  pledge  of  our  releafement  from  thy  thrall !) 

Twice  twenty  days  he  fojourn'd  here  on  earth, 

And  fhew'd  himfelf  alive  to  chofen  witneflfes 

By  proofs  fo  ftrong  that  the  moft  flow   affenting 

Had  not  a  fcruple  left.     This  having  done, 

He  mounted  up  to  heav'n.     Methinks  I  fee  him 

Climb  the  aerial  heights,  and  glide  along 

Athwart  the  fevering  clouds  :  hut  the  faint  eye 

Flung  backward  in  the  chace,  foon  drops  its  hold  : 

Difabled  quite  and  jaded  with  purfuing. 

Heaven's  portals  wide  expand  to  let  him  in  ; 

Nor  arc  his  friends  fhut  out :   as  fome  great  prince 

Not  for  himfelf  alone  procures  admiflion, 

But  for  his  train  :   it  was  his  royal  will, 

That  where  he  is,  there  fhould  his  followers  be. 

Death  only  lies  between  !   a  gloomy  path  ! 

Made  yet  more  gloomy  by  our  coward  fe;<  <; ! 

But  nor  untrod,  nor  tedious  ;  the  fatigue 

Will  foon  go  off.     Befides,  there's  no  by-road 

To  blifs.    Then  why,  like  ill-condition 'd  children. 

Start  we  at  tranfient  hardfhips,  in  the  way 

That  leads  to  purer  air,  and  fofter  ikies, 

And  a  ne'er  fetting  fun  ?  Fools  that  we  are ! 

We  wifh  to  be  where  fweets  unwith'ring  bloom ; 

But  ftrait  our  wifh  revoke,  and  will  not  go. 

So  have  I  feen  upon  a  fummer's  even, 

Fail  by  the  riv 'let's  brink,  a  youngfter  play  : 

How  wifhfully  he  looks  to  ftem  the  tide, 

T  3  This 
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This  moment  refolute,  next  unrefolv'd  : 

At  laft!   he  dips  his  foot  ;  but  as  he  dips, 

His  fears  redouble,  and  he  runs  away 

From  th'  innoflfenfive  ftream.  unmindful  now 

Of  all  the  flow'rs  that  paint  the  further  bank, 

And  fmil'd  fo  fweet  of  late.  Thrice  welcome  Death  1 

That  after  many  a  painful  bleeding  flep 

Conduces  us  to  our  home,  and  lands  us  fafe 

On  the  long  wifh'd-for  fhorc.     Prodigious  change  J. 

Our  bane  turn'd  to  a  blefling!     Death  difarm'd 

Lofes  his  felnefs  quite  :  all  thanks  to  him 

Who  fcourg'd  the  venom  out.  Sure  !  the  laft  end 

Of  the  good  man  is  peace.     How  calm  his  exit! 

Night  dews  fall  not  more  gently  to  the  ground, 

Nor  weary  worn-out  winds  expire  fo  foft. 

Behold  him  !   in  the  ev'ning-tide  of  life, 

A  life  well-fpent,  \vhofe  early  care  it  was 

His  riper  years  fhould  not  upbraid  his  green  : 

By  unperceiv'd  degrees  he  wears  away  ; 

Yet  like  the  fun  ieems  larger  at  his  fetting  ! 

High  in  his  faith  and  hopes,  look  !  how  he  reaches 

After  the  prize  in  veiw  !  and  like  a  bird 

That's  hamper'd,  druggies  hard  to  get  away  ! 

Whilft  the  glad  gates  of  fight  are  wide  expanded 

To  let  new  glories  in.  the  firft  fair  fruits 

Of  the  faft-coining  harveft.     Then  !  O  then  ! 

Each  earth-born  joy  grows  vile,  or  difappears, 

Shrunk  to  a  thing  of  nought.     Oh  !   how  he  longs    ' 

To  have  his  pafsport  fign'd,  and  be  difmifs'd  ; 

'Tis  done!  and  now  he's  happy  ;  the  glad  foul 

Has 
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Has  not  a  xvifh  uncrown'd.     Ev'n  the  lag  flefli 

Refts  too  in  hope  of  meeting  once  again 

Its  better  half,   never  to  funder  more. 

Nor  fliall  it  hope  in  vain  :  the  time  draws  on 

When  not  a  fingle  fpot  of  burial-earth, 

Whether  on  land,  or  in  the  fpacious  fea, 

But  mufh  give  back  its  long  committed  duft 

Inviolate  :  and  faithfully  {hall  thefe 

Make  up  (he  full  account ;  not  the  lead  atom 

Embezzled,  or  miflaid,  of  the  whole  tale. 

Each  foul  fhall  have  a  body  ready  furnifh'd  ; 

And  each  fliall  have  his  own.  Hence,  ye  prophane! 

Afk  not,  how  this  caji  be  ?  Sure,  the  fame  pow'r 

That  rear'd  the  piece  at  firft,  and  took  it  down, 

Can  re-aflemble  the  loofe  fcatter'd  parts, 

And  put  them  as  they  were.     Almighty  God 

Has  done  much  more;  nor  is  his  arm  impair'd 

Thro'  length  of  days  ;  and  what  he  can,  he  will: 

His  faithfulnefs  (lands  bound  to  fee  it  done. 

When  the  dread  trumpet  founds,  the  flumb'ring  duu% 

Not  unattcntivc  to  the  call,    fhall  wake  : 

And  ev'ry  joint  poflefs  its  proper  place, 

With  a  new  elegance  of  form,  unknown 

To  its  firft  ftate,     Nor  fhall  the  confcious  foul 

Miftake  his  partner  ;  but  amidft  the  croud 

Singling  its  other  half,  into  its  arms 

»hall  rufh,  with  all  th*  impatience  of  a  man 

That's  new    come    home,  who    having   long    been 

abfent 
With  hade  runs  over  ev'ry  diff 'rent  room, 

lit 
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In  pain  to  fee  the  whole.     Thrice  happy  meeting  ! 
Nor  time,  nor  death,  fhall  ever   part  them  more- 
•  .!•.•}:.{•»:»  oi  r-v  >•:>!  :3*z&  :.^:'i  •!  441 
'Tis  but  a  night,  a  long  and  moonlefs  night, 
We  make  the  grave  our  bed,  and  then  are  gone- 

Thus  at  the  (hut  of  ev'n,  the  weary  bird 
Leaves  the  wide  air,  and  in  fome  lonely  brake 
Cow'rs  down,  and  dozes  till  the  dawn  of  day, 
Then  claps  his  well-fledg'd  wings,  and  bears  av/ay* 


EUPOLIS'  HYMN  TO  THE  CREATOR. 

FROM    THE     GREEK., 

[WESLEY.] 

AUTHOR  of  Being,  fource  of  lightr 
With  unfading  beauties  bright, 
Fulnefs,  goodnefs,  rolling  round 
Thy  own  fair  orb  without  a  bound:. 
Whether  thee  thy  fappliants  call 
Truth,  or  Good,  or  One,  or  All, 
Ei,  or  lao ;  thee  we  hail 
Effence  that  can  never  fail, 
Grecian  or  Barbaric  name, 
Thy  ftedfaft  being  flill  the  fame, 

Thee 
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Thee,  when  morning  greets  the  fkies 
With  rofy  cheeks  and  humid  eyes  ; 
Thee,  when  fweet  declining  day 
Sinks  in  purple  waves  away  ; 
Thee  will  I  ling,  O  parent  Jove. 
And  teach  the  world  to  praife  and  love. 

Yonder  azure  vault  on  high, 
Yonder  blue,  low,   liquid  fky, 
Earth  on  its  firm  bads  plac'd, 
And  with  circling  waves  embrac'd 
All  Creating  Pow'r  confefs. 
All  their  mighty  Maker  blefs. 
Thou  fhak'fl  all  nature  with  thy  nod, 
Sea,  earth,  and  air  confefs  the  God  : 
Yet  does  thy  pow'rful  hand  fuflain, 
Both  earth  and  heav'n,  both  firm  and  main. 

Scarce  can  our  daring  thought  arifc 
To  thy  pavilion  in  the  fkies ; 
Nor  can  Plato's  felf  declare 
The  blifs,  the  joy,   the  rapture  there. 
Barren  above  thou  doft  not  reign, 
But  circled  with  a  glorious  train, 
The  fons  of  God,  the  fons  of  light, 
Ever  joying  in  thy  fight: 
(For  thee  their  filver  harps  are  ftrung,) 
Ever  beauteous,  ever  young, 
Angelic  forms  their  voices  raife, 
And  thro'  heav'n's  arch  refound  thy  praife. 

The 
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The  feather'd  fouls  that  fwim  the  air, 
And  bathe  in  liquid  ether  there, 
The  lark,  precenter  of  their  choir, 
Leading  them  higher  dill  and  higher, 
Liilen  and  learn  ;  th'  angelic  notes 
Repeating  in  their  xvarbling  throats 
And  e're  to  foft  repole  they  go, 
Teach  them  to  their  lords  below  : 
On  the  green  turf,  their  molfy  neft, 
The  ev'ning  anthem  fwells  their  breaft. 
Thus  like  thy  golden  chain  from  high, 
Thy  praife  unites  the  earth  and  fky. 

Source  of  light,  thou  bid'il  the  fun 
On  his  burning  axle  run  ; 
The  Mars  like  duft.  around  him  fly, 
And  drew  the  area  of  the  fky. 
He  drives  fo  fwift  his  race  above, 
Mortals  can't  perceive  him  move  : 
So  fmooth  his  courfe,  oblique  or  ftrait, 
Olympus  fhakes  not  with  his  weight. 
As  the  queen  of  folemn  night 
Fills  at  his  vafeher  orb  of  light, 
Imparted  luftre  :   thus  we  fee, 
The  folar  virtue  fhines  by  thee. 

Eirefione  we'll  no  more: 
Imaginary  pow'r,  adore ; 
Since  oil,  and  wool,  and  chearful  wine, 
And  life-fuflaining  bread  are  thine. 

Thy 
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Thy  herbage,  O  great  Pan,  Curtains 
The  flocks  that  graze  our  Attic  plains : 
The  olive,  with  frefh  verdure  crown'd, 
Rifes  pregnant  from  the  ground ; 
At  thy  command  it  {hoots  and  fprings, 
And  a  thoufand  bleflings  brings. 
Minerva,   only  is  thy  mind, 
Wifdom,  and  bounty  to  mankind. 
The  fragrant  thyme,  the  bloomy  rofe, 
Herb,  and  flow'r,  and  fhrub  that  grows 
On  ThefTalian  Tempe's  plain, 
Or  where  the  rich  Sabeans  reign, 
That  treat  the  tafte,  or  fmell,  or  fight, 
For  food,  for  med'cine,  or  delight ; 
Planted  by  thy  parent  care, 
Spring,  and  fmile,  and  flourifh  there. 

O  ye  nurfes  of  foft  dreams, 
Reedy  brooks,  and  winding  dreams, 
Or  murm'ring  o'er  the  pebbles  fheen, 
Or  fliding  through  the  meadows  green, 
Or  where  through  matted  fedge  you  creep, 
Travelling  to  your  parent  deep  : 
Sound  his  praife,  by  whom  you  rofe, 
That  fea,  which  neither  ebbs  nor  flows, 

O  ye  immortal  woods  and  groves, 
Which  the  enamour'd  ftudent  loves; 
Beneath  whofe  venerable  fhade, 
For  thought  and  friendly  converfe  made, 

Fam'd 
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Fam'd  Hecadem,  old  hero,  lies, 
Whofe  fhrine  is  fhaded  from  the  fkies, 
And  through  the  gloom  of  filent  night 
Projects  from  far  its  trembling  light , 
You,  whofe  roots  defcend  as  low, 
As  high  in  air  your  branches  grow  : 
Your  leafy  arms  to  heav'n  extend, 
Bend  your  heads,  in  homage  bend  : 
Cedars,  and  pines,  that  wave  above, 
And  the  oak  belov'd  of  Jove. 

Omen,  monfter,  prodigy, 
Or  nothing  are,  or  Jove  from  thee  ! 
Whether  various  nature  play, 
Or  re-invers'd  thy  will  obey, 
And  to  rebel  man  declare 
Famine,   plague,  or  wafleful  war. 
Laugh,  ye  prophane,  who  dare  defpife 
The  threat "ning  vengeance  of  the  fkies, 
Whilfl  the  pious,  on  his  guard, 
Undifmay'd  is  ftill  prepar'd  : 
Life  or  death,  his  mind's  at  reft, 
Since  what  thou  fend'ft  muft  needs  be  befl. 

iif^jj  > 
No  evil  can  from  thee  proceed  : 

'Tis  only  fuffer'd,  not  decreed. 
Darknefs  is  not  from  the  fun, 
Nor  mount  the  fhades  till  he  is  gone: 
Then  does  night  obfcene  arifc 
From  Erebus,  and  fill  the  ikies, 

Fantaftic 
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Fantaftic  forms  the  air  invade, 
Daughters  of  nothing  and  of  fhade. 

O  ^ 

Can  we  forget  thy  guardian  care, 
Slow  to  punifh,  prone  to  fpare  ! 
Thou  break'ft  the  haughty  Perfian's  pride 
That  dar'd  old  ocean's  pow'r  deride  ; 
Their  fhipwrecks  ftrew'd  the  Eubean  wave, 
At  Marathon  they  found  a  grave. 
O  ye  bled  Greeks  who  there  cxpir'd, 
For  Greece  with  pious  ardor  fir'd, 
What  fhrines  or  altars  fhall  we  raife 
To  lecure  your  endlefs  praife  ? 
Or  need  we  monuments  fupply, 
To  refcue  what  can  never  die  ! 

And  yet  a  greater  hero  far 
(Unlcfs  great  Socrates  could  err) 
Shall  rife  to  blcls  lome  future  day, 
And  teach  to  live,  and  teach  to  pray. 
Come,  Unknown  Inflruftor,  come  ! 
Our  leaping  hearts  {hall  make  thee  room  : 
Thou  with  Jove  our  vows  fhalt  fhare, 
Of  Jove  and  Thee  \ye  are  the  care. 

O  Father,  King,  -whofe  heav'nly  face 
Shines  ferene  on  all  thy  race, 
We  thy  magnificence  adore, 
And  thy  well-known  aid  implore  : 
Nor  vainly  for  thy  help  we  call ; 
Nor  can  we  want :  for  them  art  all  ! 

U  THE 
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B«3»S*«HG$I^^ 

THE    G  Pv  E  A  T    ATONEMENT. 

[YOUNG.] 

Chriftfufferedfor  our  fins,  thejufi  for  the  unjujl,  that 
he  might  bring  us  to  God.          i  PET.  iii.  18. 

t  OR  guilt,  not  Innocence,  his  life  he  pour'cl ; 

'Tis  guilt  alone  can  juftify  his  death  ; 

Nor  that  unlefs  his  death  can  juftify 

Relenting  guilt  in  heav'n's  indulgent  fight. 

If,  fick  of  folly,  I  relent,  he  writeS 

My  name  in  heav'n,  with  that  inverted  fpear 

(A  fpear  deep-dipt  in  blood !)  which  pierc'd  his  fide, 

And  open'd  there  a  font  for  all  mankind, 

"Who  flrive,  who  combat  crimes,  to  drink,  and  live  : 

This,  only  this,  fubdues  the/mr  of  death. 

And  what  is  this  ?— furvey   the  wond'rous  cure  : 
And  at  each  ftep,  let  higher  wonder  rife! 
*-  Pardon  for  infinite  offence  !  and  pardon 
«  Through  means  that  fpcak  its  value  infinite  ! 
»  A  pai  don  bought  with  blood!   w  ith  blood  divine  ! 
«  With  blood  divine  of  him,  I  made  my  foe  ! 
«  Perfifted  to  provoke,  though  woo'd,  and  aw'd, 
«  Bleft  and  chaftis'd,  a  flagrant  rebel  ftill ! 
«  A  rebel,  'midft  the  thunders  of  his  throne  ! 

«*  Nor 
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*  Nor  I  alone  !  a  rebel  univerfe ; 
*'  My  ipecies  up  in  arms  !   not  one  exempt! 
"  Yet  for  the  fouled  of  the  foul  he  dies, 
*•   Moft  joy'd,   for  the  redeem'd  from  deeped  guilt ! 
*;  As  if  our  race  were  held  cf  higheft  rank  ; 
44  And  Godhead  dearer,  as  more  kind  to  man  !" 

Bound,  ev'ry  heart !   and,  ev'ry  bofbm  burn  ! 
O  what  a  fcale  of  miracles  is  here  ! 
Its  lowed  round,  high  planted  on  the  fkies; 
'Its  tow'ring  fummit  loft  beyond  the  thought 
Of  man  or  angel  !   O  that  I  could  climb 
The  wonderful  afcent,  with  equal  praife  ! 
Praife  !  flow  for  ever,  (if  aftonifhment 
Will  give  thee  leave)  my  praife  !   for  ever  flow  ; 
Praife  ardent,  cordial,  conftant.  to  high  hcav'n 
More  fragrant,  than  Arabia  facrific'd, 
And  all  her  fpicy  mountains  in  a  flame. 


CHRIST    THE     CHRISTIAN'S     GLORY 

[YOUNG.] 

RELIGION!  thou  thefoul  of  happinefs; 
And,  groaning  Calvary,  of  thee  !    There  fhine 
The  nobleft  truths;  there  (Irongeil  motives  fting; 
There  facred  violence  affaults  the  foul  ; 
There,  nothing  but  compulsion  is  forborn. 
Can  love  allure  us  ?  or  can  terror  awe  ? 
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He  weeps  ! — the  falling  drop  puts  out  the  fun  ; 

ffe  fighs — the  iigh  earth's  deep  foundation  fhakes. 

If,  in  his  love,  fo  terrible,  what  then 

His  wrath  inflam'd?   his  tendernefs  on  fire  ? 

Like  loft,  fmooth  oil,  outblazing  other  fires  ? 

Can  pray'r,  can  praife  avert  it? — Thou,  my  all! 

My  theme!   my  infpiration  !   and  my  crown! 

My  ftrength  in  age  !  my  rife  in  low  eftate  ! 

My  foul's  ambition,  pleafure,  wealth  ! — my  world  ! 

My  light  in  darknefs  ;  and  my  life  in  death  ! 

My  boaft  through  time  !  blifs  through  eternity  ! 

Eternity,  too  fhort  to  fpcak  thy  praife  ! 

Or  fathom  thy  profound  of  love  to  man  ! 

To  man  of  men  the  meaneft,  ev'n  to  me. ; 

My  facrifice  !  my  God  !  what  things  are  thefet 


CREATURE    HAPPINESS    AN    ILLUSION. 

[YOUNG.] 


,  happy  paft  the  common  lot, 
Was  warn'd  of  danger,    but  too  gay  to  fear. 
I  le  woo'd  the  fair  Afpafia  :  flic  was  kind  : 
In  youth,  form,  fortune,  fame,  they  both  were  bleil  : 
All  who  knew,  envy'd  ;  yet  in  envy  lov'cl  : 
Can  fancy  form  more  finifh'd  happinefs? 
Fix'd  was  the  nuptial  hour.     Her  (lately  dome 

Rofe 
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Rofe  on  the  founding  beach.   ,The  glitt'ring  fpires 

Float  in  the  wave,  and  break  againft  the  fhore  : 

So  break  thofe  glitt'ring  fhadows,  human  joys. 

The  faithlefs  morning  fmil'd  :  he  takes  his  leave, 

To  re-embrace,   in  extafies,   at  eve. 

The  rifmg  florm  forbids.     The  news  arrives : 

Untold,  fhe  faw  it  in  her  fervant's  eye. 

She  felt  it  feen  (her  heart  was  apt  to  feel)  ; 

And  drown'd,  without  the  furious  ocean's  aid, 

In  fufFocating  forrows,  {hares  his  tomb. 

Now  round  the  fumptuous,   bridal  monument, 

The  guilty  billows  innocently  roar  ; 

And  the  rough  failor  pafling  drops  a  tear. 


THE    CHARACTER   OF  AN   INFIDEL, 
[You  NO.] 

IS  it  in  words  to  paint  you  ?  O  ye  fall'n  ! 
Fall'n  from  the  wings  of  re.ifon,  and  of  hope  i 
Ere8;  in  ftature?  prone  in  appetite  ! 
Patrons  of  pleafure,  pofting  into  pain ! 
Lovers  of  argument,  averfe  to  fenfe  ! 
Boafters  of  liberty^  faft  bound  in  chains  ! 
Lords  of  the  wide  creation,  and  the  fhame  ! 
Morefenfekfi  than  th'  irrationals  you  fcorn  I 
More  bafc  than  thofe  you  rule  !  Than  thofe  you -pity,. 
U  3.  Ear!. 
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Far  more  undone  !  O  ye  moft  infamous 

Of  beings,  from  fuperior  dignity  ! 

Deepeft  in  woe  from  means  of  boundlefs  blifs  ! 

Ye  curft  by  bleflings  infinite  !   Becaufe 

Moft  highly  favor'd,  mod  profoundly  loft  ! 

Ye  motly  mafs  of  contradiEiion  ftrong  1 

And  are  you,  too  convinc'd,  your  fouls  fly  off 

In  exhalation  foft,  and  die  in  air, 

From  the  full  flood  of  evidence  againjt  you  ? 

In  the  coarfe  drudgeries,  and  finks  offenfe, 

Your  fouls  have  quite  worn  out  the  make  of  heav'n. 

By  vice  new-caft,  and  creatures  of  your  own  : 

But  though  you  can  deform^  you  can't  deftroy  ; 

To  curfe,  not  uncreate,  is  all  your  pow'r. 


THE  DIFFERENCE  BETWEEN  REAL  AND 
APPARENT    HAPPINESS. 

[  YOUNG.] 

JL  RUE  joy  in  funfhine  ne'_er  was  found  at  firft  ; 
They  firft,  themfelves  offend,  who  greatly  pleafe  ; 
And  travel  only  gives  us  found  repofe. 
lisav'n  fells  all  pleafure  ;  effort  is  the  price  ; 
The  joys  of  conqueft,  are  the  joys  of  man  ; 
And  glory  the  victorious  laurel  fpreads 
O'er  pleasure's  pure,  perpetual,  placid  ftream. 

There 
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There  is  a  time,  when  toil  muft  be  preferred, 

Or  joy,  by  mif-tim'd  fondnefs  is  undone. 

A  man  of  plcafure  is  a  man  of  pains. 

Thou  wilt  not  take  the  trouble  to  be  bleft. 

Falje  joys,  indeed,  are  born  from  want  of  thought  \ 

From  thought's  full  bent  and  energy,  the  true; 

And  that  demands  a  mind  in  equal  poize, 

Remote  from  gloomy  grief,  and  glaring  joy. 

Much  joy  not  only  fpeaks  fmall  happinefs, 

But  happinefs  that  fhortly  mufl  expire. 

Can  joy,  unbottom'd  in  reflection,  (land  ? 

And,  in  a  tempeft,  can  reflection  live  ? 

Can  joy,  like  thine,  fecure  itfelf  an  hour  ? 

Can  joy,  like  thine,  meet  accident  unfhock'd  ? 

Or  ope  the  door  to  honed  Poverty  ? 

Or  talk  with  threat'ning  Death,  and  not  turn  pale  ? 

In  fuch  a  world,  and  fuch  a  nature,  thefe 

Are  needful  fundamentals  of  delight : 

Thefe  fundamentals  give  delight  incited; 

Delight,  pure,  delicate,  and  durable ; 

Delight,  unfhaken,  mafculine,  divine  ; 

A  conftantj  and  a  found,  butferivus  joy. 


H  Y  M  N 
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HYMN    TO    CONTENTMENT. 


.LOVELY,  lading  peace  of  mind  ! 
Sweet  delight  of  human-kind  ! 
Heav'nly  born,  and  bred  on  high, 
To  crown  the  fav'rites  of  the  fky 
With  more  of  happinefs  below, 
Than  victors  in  a  triumph  know  ! 
Whither,  O  whither  art  thou  fled, 
To  lay  thy  meek,  contented  head  ! 
WThat  happy  region  doft  thou  pleafc 
To  make  the  feat  of  calms  and  eafe  ? 

Ambition  fearehes  all  its  fphere 
Of  pomp  and  flate  to  meet  thee  there.. 
Increafing  avarice  would  find 
Thy  prefence  in  itf's  gold  inihrin'd. 
The  bold  advent'rer  ploughs  his  way 
Through  rocks  amidft  the  foaming  fea 
To  gain  thy  love  ;  and  then  perceives 
Thou  wert  not  in  the  rocks  and  waves. 
The  filent  heart  which  grief  affails, 
Treads  foft  and  lonefome  o'er  the  vales, 
Sees  dailies  open,  rivers  run, 
And  feeks  (as  I  have  vainly  done) 

Amufmg 
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Amufmg  thought ;  but  learns  to  know 

That  folitude's  the  nurfe  of  woe. 

No  real  happinefs  is  found 

In  trailing  purple  o'er  the  ground: 

Or  in  a  foul  exalted  high, 

To  range  the  circuit  of  the  fky. 

Converfe  with  ftars  above,  and  know 

All  nature  in  its  forms  below  : 

The  reft  it  feeks  in  feeking  dies, 

And  doubts  at  laft  for  knowledge  rife. 

Lovely,   lading  peace,   appear  ! 
This  world  itfelf  if  thou  art  here, 
Is  once  again  with  Eden  bleft, 
And  man  contains  it  in  his  breaft. 

'Twas  thus  as  under  fhade  I  flood, 
I  fung  my  wifhes  to  the  wood, 
And  loft  in  thought,  no  more  pcrcctv'd 
The  branches  whifper  as  they  wav'd  : 
It  feem'd,  as  all  the  quiet  place 
Confefs'd  the  prefcnce  of  the  Grace. 

When  thus  flie  fpoke Go  rule  thy  will, 

Bid  thy  wild  pafTions  all  be  ftill, 

Know  God and  bring  thy  heart  to  know, 

The  joyS  which  from  religion  flow  : 
Then  ev'ry  grace  fhall  prove  its  gueft, 
And  I'll  be  there  to  crown  the  reft. 

O  !   by  yonder  moily  feat, 

In  my  hours  of  fweet  retreat ; 

Might 


238  THE    BEAUTIES   OF 

Might  I  thus  my  foul  employ, 
With  fenfe  of  gratitude  and  joy  : 
Rais'd  as  ancient  prophets  were 
In  heav'nly  vifion,  praife,  and  pray'r ; 
'Pleafmgall  men,  hurting  none, 
Pleas'd  and  bleft  with  God  alone  : 
Then  while  the  gardens  take  my  fight, 
With  all  the  colors  of  delight; 
While  filver  waters  glide  along, 
To  pleafe  my  ear,  and  court  my  fong  : 
I'll  lift  my  voice  and  tune  my  firing, 
And  thec,  great  Source  of  Nature,  fmg. 

The  fun  that  walks  his  airy  way, 
To  light  the  world,  and  give  the  day ; 
The  moon  that  fhines  with  borrow'd  light ; 
The  ftars  that  gild  the  gloomy  night ; 
The  feas  that  rollunnumber'd  waves  ; 
The  wood  that  fpreads  its  fhady  leaves  ; 
The  field  whofe  ears  conceal  the  grain4 
The  yellow  treafure  of  the  plain  ; 
All  of  thefe,  and  all  I  fee, 
Should  be  fung,  and  fung  by  me : 
They  fpeak  their  Maker  as  they  can, 
But  want  and  afk  the  tongue  of  man. 

Go  fearch  among  your  idle  dreams, 
Your  bufy  or  your  vain  extremes, 
And  find  a  life  of  equal  blifs, 
Or  own  the  next  begun  in  this* 

TH* 


•- 
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HE  LAST  DAY. 

[YOUNG.] 

Venit  fumma  dies.      VIRG. 

VV  HILE  others  fing  the  fortune  of  the  great  ; 
Empire  and  arms,  and  all  the  pomp  of  flate  ; 
I  draw  a  deeper  fcene  :   a  fcene  that  yields 
A  louder  trumpet,  and  more  dreadful  fields  ; 
The  world  alarm'd,  both    earth   and    heav'n   o'er- 

thrown, 

And  gafping  nature's  laft  tremendous  groan  ; 
Death's  antient  fceptre  broke,  the  teeming  tomb, 
The  righteous  Judge,  and  man's  eternal  doom. 

This  globe  is  for  my  verfe  a  narrow  bound; 
Attend  me  all  ye  glorious  worlds  around! 
O  !   all  ye  angels,  howfoe'er  disjoin'd, 
Of  ev'ry  various  order,  place,  and  kind, 
Hear,  and  afiift,  a  feeble  mortal's  lays  ; 
JTis  your  eternal  King  I  flrive  to  praife. 

But  chiefly  thou,  Great  Ruler  !   Lord  of  all  ! 
Before  whofe  throne  archangels  profcrate  fall  ; 
If  at  thy  nod,  from  difcord  and  from  night, 
Sprang  beauty,  and  yon  fparkling  worlds  of  light, 

Exalt 
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Exalt  ev'n  me  ;  all  inward  tumults  quell; 
The  clouds  and  darknefs  of  my  mind  difpel ; 
To  my  great  fubjeft  thou  my  breaft  infpire, 
And  raife  my  lab'ring  foul  with  equal  fire. 

Man,  bear  thy  brow  aloft,  view  ev'ry  grace 
In  God's  great  offspring,  beauteous  nature's  face: 
See  fpring's  gay  bloom  ;  fee  golden  autumn's  ftore  ; 
See  how  earth  fmjles,  and  hear  old  ocean  roar. 
Here,  forefls  rife,  the  mountain's  awful  pride  ; 
Here,  rivers  meafure  climes,  and  worlds  divide ; 
There  vallies  fraught  with  gold's  refplendent  feeds, 
Hold  kings,  and  kingdoms  fortunes  in  their  beds  : 
There,  to  the  fkies,   afpiring  hills  afcend, 
And  into  diftant  lands  their  fhades  extend. 
View  cities,  armies,  fleets  ;  of  fleets  the  pride, 
See  Europe's  law,  in  Albion's  channel  ride. 
View  the  whole  earth's  vaft  landfcapc  unconfin'd, 
Or  view  in  Britain  all  her  glories  join'd. 

Then  let  the  firmament  thy  wonder  raife  ; 
'Twill  raife  thy  wonder,  but  tranfcend  thy  praife. 
How  far  from  eaft  to  well  ?  The  lab'ring  eye 
Can  fcarce  the  diftant  azure  bounds  defcry  : 
Wide  theatre!   where  tempefts  play  at  large, 
And  God's  right  hand  can  all  its  wrath  difeharge. 
Mark  how  thofe  ladiant  lamps  inflame  the  pole. 
Call  forth  the  feafons,  and  the  year  control : 
They  fhine  through  time  with  an  unalter'd  ray  : 
See  this  grand  period  rife,  and  that  decay  : 

So 
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So  vaft,  this  world's  a  grain  :  yet  myriads  grace, 
With  golden  pomp,  the  throng'd  ethereal  fpace  ; 
So  bright  with  fuch  a  wealth  of  glory  ftor'd, 
'Twere  fin  in  heathens  not  to  have  ador'd. 


How  great,  how  firm,  how  facred,  all  appears ! 
How  worthy  an  immortal  round  of  years  ! 
Yet  all  muft  drop  as  autumn's  ncklieft  grain, 
And  earth  and  firmament  be  fought  in  vain  : 
The  traft  forgot  where  confldlations  fhone, 
Or  where  the  STUART'S  fill'd  an  awful  throne: 
Time  fhall  be  flain,  all  nature,  be  deftroy'd, 
Nor  leave  an  atom  in  the  mighty  void. 

Sooner  or  later  in  fome  future  date, 
(A  dreadful  fecret  in  the  book  of  fate  !) 
This  hour,  for  aught  all  human  wifdom  knows, 
Or  when  ten  thoufand  harvefts  more  have  rofe; 
When  fcenes  are  chang'd  on  this  revolving  earth, 
Old  empires  fall,  and  give  new  empires  birth  ; 
While  the  (till  bufy  world  is  treading  o'er 
The  paths  they  trod  five  thoufand  years  before, 
Thoughtlefs  as  thofe  who  now  life's  mazes  run, 
Of  earth  diffolv'd.  or  an  extinguifh'd  fun: 
(Ye  fublunary  worlds,  awake,  awake! 
Ye  rulers  of  the  nations,  hear,  and  (hake  !) 
Thick  clouds  of  darknefs  (hall  arife  on  day; 
In  fudden  night  all  earth's  dominions  lay  ; 
Impetuous  winds  the  fcatter'd  fore  Ms  rend  ; 
Eternal  mountains}  like  their  cedars,  bend  j 

W  Th« 
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The  valleys  yawn,  the  troubled  ocean  roar, 
And  break  the  bondage  of  his  \vonted  fhore  ; 
A  fanguine  {lain  the  diver  moon  o'erfpread  ; 
Darknefs  the  circle  of  the  fun  invade  ; 
From  inmoft  heav'n  inceffant  thunders  roll, 
And  the  flrong  echo  bounds  from  pole  to  pole. 

When,  lo!   a  mighty  trump,  one  half  conceal 'd 
In  clouds,  one  half  to  mortal  eye  reveal'd, 
Shall  pour  a  dreadful  notet  the  piercing  call 
Shall  rattle  in  the  center  of  the  ball ;. 
Th' extended  circuit  of  creation  make, 
The  living  die  with  fear,  the  dead  awake. 

O  pow'rful  blaft  !   to  which  no  equal  found 
Did  e'er  the  frighted  ear  of  nature  wouud, 
Though  rival  clarions  have  been  flram'd  on  high, 
And  kindled  wars  immortal  through  the  iky, 
Though  God's  whole  enginry  difcharg'd,  and  all 
The  rebel  angels  bellow 'd  in  their  fall. 

Have  angels  fmn'd?  and  fhall  not  man  beware? 
How  fhall  a  fon  of  earth  decline  the  fnare  ? 
Not  folded  arms,  and  flacknefs  of  the  mind, 
Can  promife  for  the  fafety  of  mankind  : 
None  are  fupinely  good  :  through  care  and  pain, 
And  various  arts,  the  fteep  afcent  we  gain, 
This  is  the  fcene  of  combat,  not  of  reft, 
Man's  is  laborious  happinefs  at  bcft  ; 
On  this  fide  death  his  dangers  never  ccafe, 
His  joys  are  joys  of  concrueft,  not  of  peace. 


THE     POETS.  243- 

If  then,  obfcquious  to  the  will  of  fate, 
And  bending  to  the  terms  of  human  ftate, 
When  guilty  joys  invite  us  to  their  arms, 
When  beauty  fmiles,  or  grandeur  fp reads  her  charms, 
The  confcious  foul  would  this  great  {cene  difplay, 
Call  down  th'  immortal  hofts  in  dread  array, 
The  trumpet  found,  the  chriftian  banner  fpread, 
And  raile  from  filcnt  graves  the  trembling  dead  ; 
Such  deep  impreflion  would  the  picture  make, 
No  pow'r  on  earth  her  firm  rcfolve  could  fhake  ; 
Engag'd  with  angels  (he  would  greatly  ftand, 
And  look  regaidlefs  down  on  fca  and  land ; 
Not  proffer d  worlds  her  ardor  could  reftrain, 
AndDeath  might,  fhakehisthreat'ning  lance  in  vain  \ 
Her  certain  conqueft  would  endear  the  fight, 
And  danger  fcrvc  but  to  exalt  delight. 

Inflruttcd  thus  to  fnun  the  fatal  fpring, 
Whence  How  the  terrors  of  that  day  I  ling; 
More  boldly  we  our  labors  may  purfue, 
And  all  the  dreadful  imawefec  to  view. 

O 

Ah,  mournful  fight  !   the  blifsful  earth,  who  late 
At  leifure  on  her  axle  roll'd  in  date  ; 
While  thoufand  golden  planets  knew  no  reft, 
Still  onward  in  their  circling  journey  preft  ; 
A  grateful  change  of  feafons,  fome  to  bring, 
And  fweet  viciilitude  of  fall  and  fpring  : 
Some  through  vaft  oceans  to  conduct  the  keel, 
And  ibmethofc  watry  worlds  to  fink,  or  fwelf: 

W  2  Around 
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Around  her  fome  their  fplendors  to  difplay, 
And  gild  her  globe  with  tributary  day  ; 
This  world  fo  great,  of  joy  the  bright  abode, 
Heav'ns  darling  child,  and  fav'rite  of  her  God, 
Now  locks  an  exile  from  her  father's  care, 
Deliver'd  o'er  to  darknefs  and  defpair. 
No  fun  in  radiant  glory  fhines  on  high  ; 
No  light  but  from  the  terrors  of  the  fky  : 
Fall'n  are  her  mountains,  her  fam'd  rivers  loft, 
And  all  into  a  fecond  chaos  toft  : 
One  univerfal  ruin  fpreads  abroad ; 
Nothing  is  fafe  beneath  the  throne  of  God. 

Such,  earth,  thy  fate  :  what  then  canft  thou  afford 
To  comfort,  and  fupport,  thy  guilty  lord  ? 
Man,  haughty  lord  of  all  beneath  the  moon, 
How  muft  he  bend  his  foul's  ambition  down  ? 
Proftrate  the  reptile  own,  and  difavow 
His  boafted  ftature,  and  afluming  brow? 
Claim  kindred  with  the  clay,  and  curfe  his  form, 
That  (peaks  diftinftion  from  his  fifter  worm  ? 
What  dreadful  pangs  the  trembling  heart  invade? 
Lord,  why  doft  thou  forfake,  whom  thou  haft  made  ? 
Who  can  fuftain  thy  anger  ?  who  can  ftand 
.Beneath  the  terrors  of  thy  lifted  hand  ? 
It  flies  the  reach  of  thought :  O  fave  me,  Pow'r 
Of  pow'rs  fupreme,  in  that  tremendous  hour! 
Thou,  who  beneath  the  frown  of  fate  haft  ftood, 
And  in  thy  dreadful  agony  fweat  blood  ', 

Thou, 
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Thou,  who  for  me,  through  ev'ry  throbbing  vein, 
Haft  felt  the  keeneft  edge  of  mortal  pain  ; 
Whom  Death  led  captive  thro'  the  realms  below. 
And  taught  thofe  horrid  myfteries  of  woe  ; 
Defend  me,  O  my  God !  O  fave  me,  Pow'r 
Of  pow'rs  fupreme.  in  that  tremendous  hour! 

From  eaft  to  weft  they  fly,  from  pole  to  line, 
Imploring  fhelter  from  the  wrath  divine; 
Beg  flames  to  wrap,  or  whelming  feas  to,  fweep, 
Or  rocks  to  yawn,  compailionately  deep  : 
Seas  caft  the  monfter   forth  to  meet  his  doom, 
Arid  rocks  but  prifon  up  for  wrath  to  come. 

So  fares  a  traitor  to  an  earthly  crown  ; 
While  death  fits  threatening  in  his  prince's  frown, 
His  heart's  difmay'd  ;  and  now  his  fears  command 
To  change  his  native  for  a  diftant  land  : 
Swift  orders  fly,  the  king's  fevere  decree 
Stands  in  the  channel,  and  locks  up  the  fea  •, 
The  port  he  feeks,  obedient  to  her  lord, 
Hurls  back  the  rebel  to  his  lifted  fword. 

But  why  this  idle  toil  to  paint  that  day  ? 
This  time  elaborately  thrown  away  ? 
Words  all  in  vain  pant  after  the  diftrefs, 
The  height  of  eloquence  would  make  it  lefs  ; 
Heav'nsi  how  the  good  man  trembles? — 

And  is  there  a  Laji  Day  ?  and  muft  there  come 
A  fure,  a  fix'd,  inexorable  doom  ? 

W  3  Ambition 
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Ambition  fwell,  and  thy  proud  fails  to  fliow, 
Take  ail  the  winds  that  vanity  can  blow  ; 
Wealth  on  a  golden  mountain  blazing  ftand, 
And  re-ich  an  India  forth  in  either  hand  ; 
Spread  all  thy  purple  clufters,  tempting  vine, 
And  thou,  more  dreaded  foe,  bright  beauty,  fhine 
Shine  all ;  in  all  your  charms  together  rife  ; 
That  all,  in  all  your  charms,  I  may  defpife, 
"While  I  mount  upward  on  a  ftrong  defire, 
Borne,  like  Elijah,  in  a  car  of  fire, 

In  hopes  of  glory  to  be  quite  involv'd  ! 
To  fmilc  at  Death  !   to  long  to  be  diffjlv'd! 
From  our  decays  a  pleafure  to  receive  ? 
And  kindle  into  tranfport  at  a  grave  ! 
What  equals  tins  ?  And  fhall  the  viftor  now 
Boaft  the  proud  laurels  on  his  loaded  brow  ? 
Religion  !   O  thou  cherub,  heav'nly  bright ! 
O  joys  unmix'd,  and  fathomlefs  delight !         *  '«ir* 
Thou,  thou  art  all  ;  nor  find  I  in  the  whole 
Creation  aught,  but  God  and  my  own  foul. 

For  ever  then,  my  foul,  thy  God  adore, 
Nor  let  the  brute  creation  praife  him  more. 
Shall  things  inanimate  my  conduct  blame, 
Andflufh  myconfcious  cheek  with  Ipreadingfhame? 
They  all  for  him    purfue,  or  quit,   their  end  ; 
The  mounting  flames  their  burning  pow'r  fufpend ; 
In  folid  heaps  th'  unfrozen  billows  ftand, 
To  reft,  and  lilence  aw'd  by  his  command : 

Nay, 
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Nay,  the  dire  monfters  that  infeft  the  flood, 
By  nature  dreadful,  and  athirft  for  blood, 
His  will  can  calm,  their  favage  tempers  bind, 
And  turn  to  mild  proteftors  of  mankind. 
Did  not  the  prophet  this  great  truth  maintain 
In  the  deep  chambers  of  the  gloomy  main  ; 
When  darkncfs  round  him  all  her  horrors   fpread, 
And  the  loud  ocean  bellow'd  o'er  his  head  ? 


When  now  the  thunder  roars,  the  lightning  flies, 
And  all  the  warring  winds  tumultuous  rife  ; 
When  now  the  foaming  furges  toft  on  high, 
Difclofe  the  fands  beneath,  and  touch  the  iky  ; 
When  death  draws  near,  the  mariners  aghaft, 
Look  back  with  terror  on  their  a&ions  paft : 
Their  courage  fickens  into  deep  difmay, 
Their  hearts,  through  fear  arid  anguifh  melt  away  ; 
Nortears,  nor  pray'rs,  the  tempeft  can  appeafe ; 
Now  they  devote  their  treafure  to  the  feas  ; 
Unload  their  fhatter'd  barque,  tho'  richly  fraught, 
And  think  the  hopes  of  life  arc  cheaply  bought 
With  gems  and  gold  :   but  O,  the  ftorm  fb  high  ! 
Nor  gems  nor  gold  the  hopes  of  life  can  buy. 

The  trembling  prophet  then,  themfelves  to  fave. 
They  headlong  plunge  into  the  briny  wave  : 
Down  he  defcends,  and,  booming  o'er  his  head, 
The  billows  clofe,  he's  number'd  with  the  dead, 
(Hear,  O  ye  juft  !   attend,  ye  virtuous  few  ! 
And  the  bright  paths  of  piety  purfue) 

Lot 
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Lo  !  the  great  ruler  of  the  world  irom  high, 
Looks  fmiling  down  with  a  propitious  eye, 
Covers  his  fervant  with  his  gracious  hand, 
And  bids  tempeftuous  nature  filent  (land  ; 
Commands  the  peaceful  waters  to  give  place, 
Or  kindly  fold  him  in  a  foft  embrace ; 
He  bridles-in  the  monfters  of  the  deep, 
The  bridled  monfters  awful  diftance  keep  ; 
Forget  their  hunger,  while  they  view  their  prey  ; 
And  guiltlefs  gaze,  and  round  the  ftranger  play. 

jf 

But  ftill  arife  new  wonders  ;  nature's  Lord 
Sends  forth  into  the  deep  his  pow'rful  word : 
And  calls  the  great  leviathan  :  the  great 
Leviathan  attends  in  all  his  ftate  : 
Exults  for  joy,  and  with  a  mighty  bound, 
Makes  the  fea  (hake,  and  heav'n  and  earth  refound  ; 
Blackens  the  water  with  the  rifmg  fand, 
And  drives  vaft  billows  to  the  diftant  land. 

As  yawns  an  earthquake,  when  imprifon'd  airy 
Struggles  for  vent,  and  lays  the  center  bare, 
The  whale  expands  his  jaws  enormous  fize, 
The  prophet  views  the  cavern  with  furprife  j 
Meafures  his  monftrous  teeth  afar  defery'd, 
And  rolls  his  wand'ring  eyes  from  fide  to  fide  I 
Then  takes  pofieflion  of  the  fpacious  feat, 
And  fails  fecure  within  the  dark  retreat. 

Now  is  he  pleas'd  the  northern  blaft  to  hear, 
And  hangs  on  liquid  mountains,  void  of  fear. 

Or 
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Or  falls  immerft  into  the  depths  below, 

Where  the  dead  filent  waters  never  flow  ; 

To  the  foundations  of  the  hills  convey'd, 

Dwells  in  the  fhelving  mountain's  dreadful  (hade  : 

Where  plummet  never  reach'd,  he  draws  his  breath, 

And  glides  ferenely  through  the  paths  of  death. 

Two  wond'rous  days  and  nights  thro'  coral  groves, 
Thro'  labyrinths  of  rocks,  and  fands  he  roves  : 
When  the  third  morning  with  its  level  rays 
The  mountains  gilds,  and  on  the  billows  plays, 
It  fees  the  king  of  waters  rife,   and  pour 
His  facred  gueft  uninjur'd  on  the  fhore  : 
A  type  of  that  great  blefTing,  -which  the  mufe 
In  her  next  labour  ardently  pur  Cues. 

Now  man  awakes,  and  from  his  filent  bed, 
Where  he  has  flept  for  ages,  lifts  his  head  ; 
Shakes  off  the  (lumber  of  ten  thoufand  years, 
And  on  the  borders  of  new  worlds  appears. 

Again  the  trumpet's  intermitted  found 
Rolls  the  wide  circuit  of  creation  round, 
An  univerfal  concourfe  to  prepare 
Of  all  that  ever  breath'd  the  vital  air  ; 
In  fome  wide  field,  which  active  whirlwinds  fweep, 
Drive  cities,  forefts,  mountains,  to  the  deep, 
To  fmooth  and  lengthen  out  th'  unbounded  fpace, 
And  fpread  an  area  for  all  human  race. 

Now 
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Now  monuments  prove  faithful  to  their  truft, 
And  render  back  their  long  committed  duft. 
J\TOW  charnels  rattle:  fcatter'd  limbs,  and  all 
The  various  bones,  obfcquious  to  the  call, 
Self-mov'd,  advance  ;  the  neck  perhaps  to  meet 
The  diftant  head;  the  diftant  legs  the  feet. 
Dreadful  to  view,  fee  through  the  dufky  iky 
Fragments  of  bodies  in  confufion  fly, 
To  diftant  regions  journeying  there  to  claim 
Deferted  members,  and  compleat  the  frame. 

So  fwarming  bees  that  on  a  fummer's  day, 
In  airy  rings,  and  wild  meanders  play, 
Charm3dv/iththebrazcufound,theirwand'ringsend, 
And,  gently  circling,  on  a  bough  defcend. 

The  body  thus  renew'd,   the  confcious  foul, 
Which  has  perhaps  been  llutt'ring  near  the  pole, 
Or  mictft  the  burning  planets  wond'ring  ftray'd, 
Or  hover'd  o'er  where  her  pale  corpfe  was  laid : 
Or  rather  coafled  on  her  final  ftate, 
And  fcar'd,  orwifh'cl  for,  her  appointed  fate: 
This  foul  returning  with  a  conftant  flame, 
Now  weds  for  ever  her  immortal  frame. 
Life,  which  ran  down  before,  fo  high  is  wound, 
The  fprings  maintain  an  everlafting  round. 

That  ancient,  facred,  and  illuflrious  *  dome, 
Where  foon  or  late  fair  Albion's  heroes  come, 

Front 

*  Weftminfter  Abbey. 
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From  camps,  and  courts,  tho'  great,  or  wife,  orjuft, 
To  feed  the  worm,  and  moulder  into  duft ; 
That  folemn  manfion  of  the  royal  dead, 
Where  patting  Haves  o'er  fleepingmonarchs  tread, 
Now  populous  o'erflows  :  a  num'rous  race, 
Of  rifing  kings  fill  all  th'  extended  fpace: 
A  life  well  fpent,   not  the  victorious  fword, 
Awards  the  crown,  and  (liles  the  greater  lord. 

Nor  monuments  alone,  and  burial  earth, 
Labours  with  man  to  this  his  fccond  birth  ; 
But  where  gay  palaces  in  pomp  arife, 
And  gilded  theatres  invade  the  Ikies, 
Nations  fhall  wake,  whofe  unrefpefted  bones 
Support  the  pride  of  their  luxurious  fons. 
The  moft  magnificent  and  coftly  dome, 
Is  but  an  upper  chamber  to  a  tomb. 
No  fpot  on  earth,  but  has  fupply'd  a  ^rave, 
And  human  fkulls  the  fpacious  ocean  pave. 
All's  full  of  man  ;  and  at  this  dreadful  turn, 
The  fwarm  fhall  iffue,  and  the  hive  fhall  burn, 

Not  all  at  once,  nor  in  like  manner  rife  : 
Some  lift  with  pain,  their  flow  unwilling  eyes  : 
Shrink  backward  from  the  terror  of  the  light, 
And  blefs  the  grave,  and  call  for  lading  night. 
Others,  whofe  long-attempted  virtue  ftood 
Fixt  as  a  rock,  and  broke  the  rufhing  flood, 
Whofe  firm  refolve,  nor  beauty  could  melt  down, 
Nor  raging  tyrants  from  their  poflure  frown  ; 

Such 
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Such,  in  this  day  of  horrors,  fhall  be  feen 
To  face  the  thunders  with  a  godlike  mem  ; 
The  planets  drop,  their  thoughts  are  fixt  above ; 
The  centre  fhakes,  their  hearts  difdain  to  move  ; 
An  earth  diflblving,  and  a  heav'n  thrown  wide, 
A  yawning  gulph,  and  fiends  on  ev'ry  fide, 
Serene  they  view,  impatient  of  delay, 
And  blefs  the  dawn  of  everlafting  day. 

Indulgent  God!  O  how  fhall  mortal  raife 
His  foul  to  due  returns  of  grateful  praife, 
For  bounty  fo  profufeto  human-kind, 
Thy  wond'rous  gift  of  an  eternal  mind? 
Shall  I,  who  fome  few  years  ago  Was  lefs 
Than  worm,  or  mite,    or  fhadow  can  exprefs, 
Was  nothing;    fhall  I  live,  when  ev'ry  fire 
Of  ev'ry  ftar  fhall  languifh  and  expire  ? 
When  earth's  no  more,  fhall  I  furvive  above, 
And  thro'  the  radiant  files  of  angels  move  ? 
Or,  as  before  the  throne  of  God  I  fland, 
See  new  worlds  rolling  from  his  fpacious  hand, 
Where  our  adventures  fhall  perhaps  be  taught, 
As  we  now  tell  how  Michael  fung  or  fought  ? 
All  that  has  being  in  full  concert  join, 
And  celebrate  the  depths  of  love  divine.  / 

But  O !  before  this  blifsful  fhate,  before 
Th'  afpiring  foul  this  wond'rous  height  can  foar, 
The  Judge,  defcending,  thunders  from  afar. 
And  all  mankind  is  fummon'd  to  the  bar. 

Fi&ion, 
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Fiftion,  be  far  away  ;   let  no  machine 
Defcending  here,  no  fabled  god,   be  feen  ; 
Behold  the  God  of  gods  indeed  defcend, 
And  worlds  unnumber'd  his  approach  attend  ! 

Lo  !   the  wide  theatre,  whofe  ample  fpace 
Muft  entertain  the  whole  of  human  race. 
At  heav'n's  all-pow'rful  edicl;  is  prepar'd, 
And  fenc'd  around  with  an  immortal  guard. 
Tribes,  provinces,  dominions,  worlds,  o'erflow 
The  mighty  plain,  and  deluge  all  below  : 
And  ev'ry  age,  and  nation,  pours  along  ; 
Nimrod  and  Bourbon  mingle  in  the  throng  : 
Adam  falutes  his  youngefl  fon  :  no  fign 
Of  all  thofe  ages,  which  their  births  disjoin. 

How  empty  learning,  and  how  vain  is  art, 
But  as  it  mends  the  life,  and  guides  the  heart  ? 
What  volumes  have  been  fwell'd,  what  time  been 

fpent, 

To  fix  a  hero's  birth-day,  or  defcent  ? 
What  joy  mufl  it  now  yield,   what  rapture  raife, 
To  fee  the  glorious  race  of  antient  days  ? 
To  greet  thofe  worthies,   who  perhaps  have  flood 
Illuftrious  on  record  before  the  flood? 
Alas  !   a  nearer  care  your  foul  demands, 
Casfar  un-noted  in  your  prefence  (lands. 

How  vail  the  concourfe!  not  in  number  more 
The  waves  that  break  on  the  refunding  fliore, 
The  leaves  that  tremble  in  the  fhady  grove, 
The  lamps  that  gild  the  fpangled  vaults  above  : 

X  Thofe 
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Thofe  overwhelming  armies,  whofe  command 
Said  to  one  empire,  fall;  another,  jiand : 
Whofe  rear  lay   wrapt    in    night,   while    breaking 

dawn 

Rouz'd  the  broad  front,  and  calFd  the  battle  on  : 
Great  Xerxes'  world  in  arms,  proud  Cannae's  field, 
Where  Carthage   taught  victorious  Rome  to  yield ; 
Immortal  Blenheim,  fam'd  Ramillia's  hoft, 
They  all  are  here,  and  here  they  all  are  loft  : 
Their  millions  fwell  to  be  difcern'din  vain, 
Loft  as  a  billow  in  th'  unbounded  main. 

This  echoing  voice  now  rends  the  yielding  air, 
For  judgment,  judgment,  fons  of  men,  prepare! 
Earth  fhakes  anew  ;  I  hear  her  groans  profound  ; 
And  hell  through  all  her  trembling  realms  refound. 

Whoe'er  thou  art,  thou  greateft  pow'r  of  earth, 
Bleft  with  moft  equal  planets  at  thy  birth  ; 
Whofe  valor  drew  the  moft  fuccefsful  fword, 
Moft  realms  united  in  one  common  lord  ; 
Who,  on  the  day  of  triumph,  faidft,  Be  thine 
The  flues,  Jehovah,  all  this  world  is  mine  : 
Dare  not  to  lift  thine  eye. — Alas  !   my  mufe, 
How  art  thou  loft  ?  What  numbers  canft  thou  chufe  ? 

A  fudden  blufh  inflames  the  waving  iky, 
And  now  the  crimfon  curtains  open  fly ; 
Lo  !   far  within,  and  far  above  all  height, 
Where  heav'n's  great  Sov'reign  reigns  in  worlds  of 
light, 

Whence 


THE     POETS.  255 

Whence  nature  he  informs,  and  with  one  ray 
Shot  from  his  eye,  does  all  her  works  furvev, 
Creates,  rapports,  confounds!  \Vherctimr,  and  place, 
Matter,  axidform,  and  fortune,  life,  and  grace, 
Wait  humbly  at  the  footftool  of  their  God, 
And  move  obedient  at  his  awful  nod  ; 
Whence  he  beholds  us  vagrant  emmets  crawl 
At  random  on  this  air-fufpendcd  ball 
(Speck  of  creation)  :   if  he  pour  one  breath, 
The  bubble  breaks,  and  'tis  eternal  death. 

Thence  iflaing  I  behold  (but  mortal  fioht 
Suflains  not  fuch  a  rufning  fea  of  light!) 
I  fee,  on  an  empyreal  flying  throne 
Sublimely  rais'd,  Heav'n's  Kverlufting  Son; 
Crowird  with  thatmajcfly,  which  form'd  the  world, 
And  the  grand  rebel  i'aming  downward  huiTd. 
Virtue.,   dominion^  praife.,   omnipotence, 
Support  the  train  of  their  triumphant  Prince. 
A  zone,  beyond  the  thought  of  angels  bright, 
Around  him,   like  the  zodiac,  winds  its  light. 

Night  fhadcs  the  folemn  arches  of  his  brows, 

And  in  his  check,   the  purple  morning  o}Unv.;. 

Where'er  ferenc,  he  turns  propitious  cyos, 

Or  we  expeft,  or  find,  a  paradife  ; 

But  if  rcfcntment  reddens  their  mild  beams, 

The  Eden  kindles,  and  the  world's  in  flames. 

On  one  hand,  knowledge  fhines  in  pure  (I  \\yht  ; 

On  one,  the  fword  ofjujlice,   fiercely  bright. 

Now  bend  the  knee  in  fport.  prefcut  ihe  reed  ; 

Now  tell  the  fcourg'd  Impoflor  he  {hall  bleed  1 

X  2  Thus 
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Thus  glorious  through  the  courts  of  hcav'n,  the 

fcurce 

Of  life  and  death  eternal  bends  his  courfe  ; 
Loud  thunders  round  him  roll,  and  lightnings  play: 
Th'  angelic  hofl  is  rang'd  in  bright  array  : 
Some  touch  the  firing,  fome   ftrike  the   founding 

{hell, 

And  mingling  voices  in  rich  concert  fwell ; 
Voices  feraphic  ;  bleft  with  fuch  a  (train, 
Could  Satan  hear,  he  were  a  god  again. 

Triumphant  King  of  Glory  !   Soul  of  blifs  ! 
What  a  flupendous  turn  of  fate  is  this  ? 
O  !   whither  art  thou  rais'd  above  the  fcorn 
And  indigence  of  him  in  Bethlem  born  ; 
A  needlels,   lielplefs,  unaccounted  gueft, 
And  but  a  lecond  to  the  iodder'd  beaft  ? 
How  chang'd  from  him,  who  me-kly  proftrate  laid, 
Vouchfaf  'd  to  wafli  the  feet  himfelf  had  made  ? 
From  him,  who  was  beiray'd,  foribok,  deny'd, 
Wept,   languifh'd,  pray'd,   bled,    thirfled,  groan'd, 

and  dy'd ; 

Ilungpierc'd  and  bare,  infulted  by  the  foe, 
All  heav'n  in  tears  above,  earth  unconcern'd  below  ? 

And  was't  enough  to  bid  the  fun  retire  ? 
Why  did  not  Nature  at  thy  groan  expire  ? 
I  fee,  I  hear,  I  feel,  the  pangs  divine ; 

The  world  is  vanifh'd, 1  am  wholly  thine. 

Miftaken 
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Miflaken  Caiaphas  !  Ah  !  which  blafphem'd  ! 
Thou  or  thy  Pris'ner  ?  which  (hall  be  condemn'd  ? 
Well  might'ft  thou  rend  thy  garments,  well  exclaim  ; 
Deep  are  the  horrors  of  eternal  flame  ! 
But  God  is  good  !   'Tis  wond'rous  all !   Ev'n  he 
Thou  gav'ft  to  death,  fhame,  torture,  dy'd  for  thee. 

Now  the  defcending  triumph  ftops  its  flight 
From  earth  full  twice  a  planetary  height. 
There  all  the  clouds  condens'd,  two  columns  raife, 
Diftincl;  with  orient  veins,  and  golden  blaze. 
One  fix'd  on  earth,  and  one  in  fea,  and  round 
Its  ample  foot,  the  fwelling  billows  found. 
Thefe  an  immeafurable  arch  fupport, 
The  grand  tribunal  of  this  awful  court. 
Sheets  of  bright  azure,  from  the  purcfl:  fky, 
Stream  from    the    chryftal    arch,   and    round    the 

columns  fly. 

Death)  wrapt  in  chains,  low  at  the  bafis  lies, 
And  on  the  point  of  his  own  arrow  dies. 

Here  high  enthroned  th'  Eternal  Judge  is  plac'd, 
With  all  the  grandeur  of  his  Godhead  grac'd  ; 
Stars  on  his  robes  in  beauteous  order  meet, 
And  the  fun  burns  beneath  his  awful  feet. 

Now  an  archangel  eminently  bright, 
From  off  his  filver  ftaff  of  wond'rous  height, 
Unfurls  the  Chriftian  flag,  which  waving  flics, 
And  ftiuts  and  opens  more  than  half  the  ikies. 

X3  The 
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The  Crofs  fo  (hong  a  red,  it  fheds  a  (tain, 
Where'er  it  floats,  on  earth,  and  air,  and  mam  ,- 
Flufhes  the  hill,  and  fets  on  fire  the  wood, 
And  turns  the  cleep-dy'd  ocean  into  blood. 

O  formidable  Glory!   dreadful  bright! 
Refulgent  torture  to  the  guilty  fight. 
Ah  turn,  unwary  mufe,  nor  dare  reveal 
What  horrid  thoughts  with  the  polluted  dwell. 
Say  not,  (to  make  the  fun  fhrink  in  his  beam) 
Dare  not  affirm,  they  wifh  it  all  a  dream  ; 
Wifh,  or  their  fouls  may  with  their  limbs  decay, 
Or  God  be  fpoil'd  of  his  eternal  fway. 
But  rather,  if  thou  know'ft  the  means,  unfold 
How  they  with  tranfport  might  the  fcene  behold. 

Ah  how  !  but  by  repentance,  by  a  mind 
Quick,  and  fevere  its  own  offence  to  find  ? 
By  tears,  and  groans,  and  never-ceafmg  care, 
And  all  the  pious  violence  of  pray'r  ? 
Thus  then  with  fervency  till  now  unknown, 
I  caft  my  heart  before  th}  eternal  throne, 
In  this  great  temple,  which  the  fkies  furround, 
For  homage  to  its  Lord  a  narrow  bound. 

"  O  thou  !  whofe  balance    does    the    mountains 

weigh, 

»'  Whofe  will  the  wild  tumultuous  feas  obey, 
"  Whofe  breath  can  turn  thofewat'ry  worlds  to  flame, 
M  That  flame  to  tempefl,  and  that  temped  tame ; 

"  Earth's 
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••  Earth's  meaneftfon,  all  trembling,  proftrate  falls, 
"  And  on  the  boundlefs  of  thy  goodnefs  calls. 

"  O  give  the  winds  all  paft  ofFence  to  fweep, 
"  To  fcatter  wide,  or  bury  in  the  deep  : 
"  Thy  pow'r,  my  weaknefs,  may  I  ever  fee, 
"  And  wholly  dedicate  my  foul  to  thee  : 
"  Reign  o'er  my  will  ;  my  paflions  ebb  and  flow 
"  At  thy  command,  nor  human  motive  know  ! 
"  If  anger  boil,  let  anger  be  my  praife, 
"  And  iin  the  graceful  indignation  raife. 
"  My  love  be  warm  to  fuccour  the  diftrefs'd, 
*'  And  lift  the  burden  from  the  foul  opprefs'd. 

"  O  may  my  understanding  ever  read 
"  This  glorious  volume,  which  thy  wifdom  made  ! 
"  Who  decks  the  maiden  Spring  with  flow'ry  pride? 
<;  Who  calls  forth  Summer,  like  a  fparkling  bride  ? 
"  Who  joys  the  mother  Autumn's  bed  to  crown, 
"  And  bids  old  Winter  lay  her  honors  down  ? 
"  Not  the  Great  Ottoman,  or  Greater  Czar, 
"  Not  Europe's  arbitrefs  of  peace  and  war. 
"  May  fea  and  land,  and  earth  and  heav'n  be  join'd, 
"  To  bring  th'  Eternal  Author  to  my  mind  ! 
"  When  oceans  roar,  or  awful  thunders  roll, 
*;  May  thoughts  of  thy  dread  vengeance  {hake  my 

foul  ; 

"  When  earth's  in  bloom,  or  planets  proudly  fhine, 
"  Adore,  my  heart,  the  Majefty  Divine. 

"  Through 
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<{  Through  ev'ry  fcene  of  life,  or  peace,  or  war, 
"  Plenty,  or  want,  thy  glory  be  my  care  ? 
"  Shine  we  in  arms  ?  or  fmg  beneath  our  vine  ? 
"  Thine  is  the  vintage,  and  the  conqueft  thine : 
"  Thy  pleafure  points  the  fhaft.  and  bends  the  bow  ; 
"  The  clufter  blails,  or  bids  it  brightly  glow  : 
"  'Tis  thou  that  lead'ft  our  pow'rful  armies  forth, 
"  And  giv'ft  Great  Anne  thy  fceptre  o'er  the  north. 

"  Grant  I  may  ever  at  the  Morning-ray, 
"  Open  with  pray'r  the  confecrated  day  : 
"  Tune  thy  great  praife,  and  bid  my  foul  arife, 
"  And  with  the  mounting  fun  afcend  the  ikies  ; 
"  As  that  advances,  let  my  zeaHmprove, 
"  And  glow  with  ardor  of  confummate  love  ; 
<:  Nor  ceafe  at  eve,  but  with  the  fetting-fun 
"  My  endleis  worfhip  fhall  be  flill  begun. 

':  And  O!  permit  the  gloom  of  folemn  Night 
"  To  facred  thought  may  forcibly  invite. 
«  When  this  world's  fhut,  and  awful  planets  rife, 
<:  Call  on  our  minds,  and  raife  them   to  the  {kies  ; 
u  Compofe  our  fouls  with  a  lefs  dazzling  fight, 
*'  And  fhew  all  nature  in  a  milder  light  ; 
**  How  ev'ry  boiit'rous  thought  in  calm  fubfides  1 
"  How  the  fmooth'd  fpirit  into  goodnefs  glides! 
<;  O  how  divine!  to  tread  the  milky  way 
"  To  the  bright  palace  of  the  Lord  of  day  ; 
"  His  court  admire,  or  for  his  favor  fue, 
<'  Or  leagues  of  friendfhip  with  his  faints  renew ; 

Pleas'd 
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"  Pleas'd  to  look  down,  and  fee  the  world  afleep, 
*;  While  I  long  vigils  to  its  Founder  keep! 

"  Canft  thou  not  fhake  the  centre  ?  O  controul, 
'•  Subdue  by  force,  the  rebel  in  my  foul  : 
"  Thou  who  canft  (till  the  raging  of  the  flood, 
"  Reftrain  the  various  tumults  of  my  blood  ; 
"  Teach  me,  with  equal  firmnefa  to  fuftain 
•;  Alluring  pleafure,  and  afladltir.g  pain. 
':  O  may  I  pant  for  thee  in  each  defire  ! 
"  And  with   flrong  faith  foment  the  holy  (ire  ! 
"  Stretch  out  my  foul  in  hope,  and  grafp  the  prize, 
<;  Which  in  Eternity's  deep  bofom  lies  ! 
"  At  the  Great  Day  of  recompence  behold, 
"  Devoid  of  fear,  the  fatal  book  unfold  ! 
li  Then  wafted  upward  to  the  blifslul  feat, 
"  From  age  to  age,  my  grateful  long  repeat ; 
*'  My  light,   my  life,  my  God,   mv  Saviour  ice, 
"  And  rival  angels  in  the  praife  of  Thee." 

Ten  thoufand  trumpets  now  at  once  advance  ; 
Nozo  deeped  filence  lulls  the  vafl  expanfe  : 
So  deep  the  filence,  and  fo  ftrong  the  blaft, 
As  nature  dy'd,  when  fhe  had  groan'd  her  laft. 
Nor  man,  nor  angel  moves  ;  the  Judge  on  high 
Looks  round,   and  with  his  glory  fills  the  iky  : 
Then  on  the  fatal  book  his  hand  he  lays, 
Which  high  to  view  fupporting  feraphs  raife  ; 
In  folemn  form  the  rituals  are  prepar'd, 
The  feal  is  broken,  and  a  groan  is  heard. 

And 
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And  thou,  my  foul,  (O  fall  to  fudden  pray'r, 
And  let  the  thought  link  deep  !)  fhalt  thou  be  there  ? 

See  on  the  left  (for  by  the  great  command 
The  throng  divided  falls  on  either  hand); 
How  weak,  how  pale,    how  hagged,  now  obfcene, 
What  more  than  death  in  ev'ry  face  and  mien  ? 
With  what  diftrefs,  and  glarings  of  affright, 
They  fhock  the  heart,  and  turn  away  the  light? 
In  gloomy  orbs  their  trembling  eye-balls  roil, 
And  tell  the  horrid  fecretj  of  the  foul. 
Each  gefture  mourns,  each  look  is  black  with  care, 
And  ev'ry  groan  is  laden  with  defpair. 
Reader,  if  guilty,  fpare  the  mufe,  and  find 
A  truer  image  pitturd  in  thy  mind. 

Should'ft  thou  behold  thy  brother,  father,  wife, 
And  all  the  foft  companions  of  thy  life, 
Whofe  blended  int'reft  levell'd  at  one  aim, 
Whofe  mix'd  defires  fent  up  one  common  flame, 
Divided  far  ;  thy  wretched  felf  alone 
Cad  on  the  left,  of  all  whom  thou  haft  known  ; 
How  would    it  wound?    What  millions  would'ir. 

thou  give 

For  one  more  trial,  one  day  more  to  live  ?x 
Flung  back  in  time  an  hour,  a  moment's  fpace, 
To  ^rafp  with  ekfiernefs  the  means  of  prace  ; 

O          A  O  O 

Contend  for  mercy  with  a  pious  rage, 
And  in  that  moment  to  redeem  an  age  ? 
Drive  back  the  tide,  fufpend  a  ftorm  in  air, 
Arrefl  the  fun  :  but  Mill  of  this  defpair. 

Mark 
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Mark  on  the  right,  how  amiable  a  grace  ! 
Their  Maker's  image  frefli  in  ev'ry  face  ! 

hat  purple  bloom  my  ravifh'd  foul  admires, 
And  their  eyes  fparkling  with  immortal  fires  ! 
Triumphant,  beauty  !  charms  that  rife  above 
This  world,  and  in  bleft  angels  kindle  love  ! 
To  the  Great  Judge  with  holy  joy  they  turn, 
And  dare  behold  th'  Almighty's  anger  burn  ; 
Its  flafh  fuftain,  againft  its  terror  rife, 
And  on  the  dread  tribunal  fix  their  eyes. 
Are  thefe  the  forms  that  moulder'd  in  the  dufl  ? 
O  the  tranfcendent  glory  of  the  juft  ! 

Since  Adam's  family,  from  firfl  to  laft, 
Now  into  one  diftinft  furvey  is  caft  ; 
Look  round,  vain-glorious  mufe,  and  you  whoe'er 
Devote  yourfelves  to  fame,  and  think  her  fair; 
Look  round,  and  feek  the  lights  of  human  race, 
Whofe  fhining  afts  time's  brighteft  annals  grace  ; 
Who  founded  fefts  ;  crowns  conquer'd,  or  relign'd  ; 
Gave  names  to  nations  ;  or  fam'd  empires  join'd  ; 
Who  rais'd  the  vale,  and  laid  the  mountains  low ; 
And  taught  obedient  rivers  where  to  flow  ; 
Who  with  vaft  fleets,  as  with  a  mighty  chain, 
Could  bind  the  madnefs  of  the  roaring  main  : 
All  loft  ?  all  undiftinguifh'd  ?  no  where  found  ? 
How  will  this  truth  in  Bourbon's  palace  found  ? 

Such  is  the  fcene  ;  and  one  fhort  moment's  fpace 
Concludes  the  hopes  and  fears  of  human  race. 

Proceed 
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Proceed  who  dares  ! — I  tremble  as  I  write  ; 

The  whole  creation  fwims  before  my  fight ; 

I  fee,  I  fee,  the  Judge's  frowning  brow  ; 

Say  not,  'tis  diftant;  I  behold  it  now  : 

I  faint,  my  tardy  blood  forgets  to  flow, 

My  foul  recoils  at  the  flupendous  woe  ; 

That  woe,  thofe  pangs  which  from  the  guilty  breaft, 

In  thefe,  or  words  like  thefe  fhall  be  expreft. 

"  Who  burft  the  barriers  of  my  peaceful  grave? 
•'  Ah!  cruel  Death,  that  would  no  longer  fave, 
<:  But  grudg'd  me  e'en  that  narrow  dark  abode, 
"  And  caft  me  out  into  the  wrath  of  God  ; 
*'  Where  fhrieks,    the    roaring    flame,  the    rattling 

chain, 

*s  And  all  the  dreadful  eloquence  of  pain, 
**  Our  only  fong  ;  black  fire's  malignant  light, 
"  The  fole  rpfreihment  of  the  blafted  fight. 

4i  Muft  all  thofe  pow'rs,  heav'n  gave  me  to  fupply 
"  My  foul  with  pleafure,  and  bring  in  my  joy, 
"  Rife  up  in  arms  again  ft  me,  join  the  foe, 
*'  Stnfe,  reafon,  memory,  increafe  my  woe  ? 
"  And  fhall  my  voice,  ordain'd  on  hymns  to  dwell, 
"  Corrupt  to  groans,  and  blow  the  fires  of  hell  ? 
"  O  !  mufl  I  look  with  terror  on  my  gain, 
"  And  with  exigence  only  meafure  pain  ? 
"  What!  no  reprieve,  no  leaft  indulgence  giv'n, 
"  No  beam  of  hope,  from  any  point  of  heav'n  ! 

«  Ah 
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t{  Ah  Mercy!   Mercy  !  art  thou  dead  above  ? 
"  Is  love  extinguifli'd  in  the  Source  of  Love  ? 

"  Bold  that  1  am,   did  heav'n  ftoop  down  to  hell  ? 
"  ThJ  expiring  Lord  of  life  my  ranfom  feal  ? 
"  Have  I  not  been  induftrious  to  provoke  ? 
"  From  his  embraces  obftinately  broke? 
*'  Purfu'd  and  panted  for  his  mortal  hate, 
"  Earn'd  my  deftruftion,  labor'd  out  my  fate  ? 
"  And  dare  I  on  extinguifli'd  love  exclaim, 
"  Take,  take  full  vengeance,    roufe   the   flack'ning 

flame ; 

"  Juft  is  my  lot — but  O  !  muft  it  tranfcend 
*4  The  reach  of  time,  defpair  a  diftant  end  ? 
"  With  dreadful  growth  (hoot  forward,  and  arife, 
"  Where  thought  can't  follow,  and  bold  fancy  dies  ! 

"  Never  !  where  falls  the  foul  at  that  dread  found  ? 
*'  Down  an  abyfs  how  dark,  and  how  profound  ? 
"  Down,  down,  (I  ftill -am  falling,  horrid  pain!) 
"  Ten  thoufand.  thoufand  fathoms  ftill  remain  ? 
"  My  plunge  but  ftill  begun — And  this  forfm  ? 
"  Could  I  offend,  if  I  had  never  been, 
"  But  ftill  increas'd  the  fenfelefs  happy  mafs, 
"  Flow'd  in  the  ftream,  or  fhiver'd  in  the  grafs  ? 

u  Father  of  mercies  !  why  from  filent  earth 
<;  Didft  thou  awake,  and  curfe  me  into  birth  ? 
"  Tear  me  from  quiet,  ravifh  me  from  night, 
"  And  make  a  thanklefs  prefent  of  thy  light? 

Y  «  Pufh 
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"  Pufli  into  being  a  reverfe  of  thee, 
"  And  animate  a  clod  with  mifery  ? 

"  The  beads    are   happy ;  they  come   forth,  and 

keep 

"  Short  watch  on  earth,  and  then  lie  down  to  fleep. 
"  Pain  is  for  man ;  and,  O  !  how  vaft  a  pain 
"  Forcrimeswhich  madctheGodheadbleed  in  vain? 
"  Annull'd  his  groans  as  far  as  in  them  lay, 
"  And  flung  his  agonies,  and  death,  away  ? 
"  As  our  dire  punifhment  for  ever  ftrong, 
u  Our  conftitution  too  for  ever  young, 
"  Curs'd  with  returns  of  vigor,  ftill  the  fame, 
"  Pow'rful  to  bear,  and  fatisfy  the  flame  ; 
"  Still  to  be  caught,  and  ftill  to  be  purfu'd ! 
"  To  perifh  ftill,  and  ftill  to  be  renew'd! 

"  Thou,  who  canft  tofs  the  planets  to  and  fro, 
tc  Contract  not  thy  great  vengeance  to  my  woe  ; 
u  Crufh  worlds ;  in  hotter  flames  fall'n  angels  lay  ^ 
"  On  me  Almighty  wrath  is  caft  away. 
"  Call  back  thy  thunders,  Lord,   hold  in  thy  rage, 
«'  Nor  with  a  fpeck  of  wretchednefs  engage  : 
"  Forget  me  quite,  nor  ftoop  a  worm  to  blame ; 
"  But  lofe  me  in  thcgreatnefs  of  thy  name. 
"  Thou  art  all  love,  all  mercy,  all  divine, 
"  And  fhall  I  make  thofe  glories  ceafe  to  fhine  ? 
*'  Shall  fmful  man  grow  great  by  his  offence, 
"  And  from  its  courfc  turn  back  Omnipotence  ? 

«  Forbid 
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"  Forbid  it!   and  O!   grant,  Great  God,  a',  lead 
"  This  one,  this  (lender,  almoft  no  requeft  ; 
li  When  I  have  wept  a  thoufaiid  lives  away, 
"  When  torment  is  grown  weary  of  his  prey, 
"  When  I  have  rav'd  ten  thoufand  years  in  fire, 
"  Ten  thoufand  thoufands,  let  me  then  expire!" 

Deep  anguifh  !  but  too  late ;  the  hopelefs  foul 
Bound  to  the  bottom  of  the  burning  pool, 
Though  loth,  and  ever  loud  blafpheming,  owns 
He's  juflly  doom'd  to  pour  eternal  groans  ; 
Enclos'd  with  horrors,  and  transfix'd  with  pain, 
Rolling  in  vengeance,  ftruggling  with  his  chain: 
To  talk  to  fiery  .tcmpcfts ;  to  implore 
The  raging  flame  to  give  its  burnings  o'er ; 
To  tofs,  'to  writhe,   to  pant  beneath  his  load, 
And  bear  the  v/eight  of  an  offended  God. 

The  favor'd  of  their  Judge,  in  triumph  move 
To  take  poffeflion  of  their  thrones  above  ; 
Satan's  accurs'd  defer tion  to  fupply, 
And  fill  the  vacant  ftations  of  the  iky  ; 
Again  to  kindle  long  extinguifh'd  rays, 
And  with  new  lights  dilate  the  hcav'nly  blaze; 
To  crop  the  rofes  of  immortal  youth, 
And  drink  the  fountain  head  of  (acred  truth  ; 
To  fwim  in  feas  of  blifs,  to  flrike  the  firing, 
And  lift  their  voice  to  their  Almighty  King  ; 
To  lofe  eternity  in  grateful  lays, 
And  fiUheav'ns  wide  circumference  with  praife, 

Y  3  But 
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But  I  attempt  the  wond'rous  height  in  vain, 
And  leave  unfinifh'd  the  too  lofty  {train  ; 
What  boldly  I  begin,  let  others  end  ; 
My  ftrength  exhaufted,  fainting  I  delcend, 
And  chufe  a  lefs,  but  no  ignoble,  theme, 
Diflblving  elements,  and  worlds,  in  flame. 

The  fatal  period,  the  great  hour  is  come, 
And  nature  ihrinks  at  her  approaching  doom, 
Loud  peals  of  thunder  give  the  iign,  and  all 
Heav'n's  terrors  in  array  furround  the  ball ; 
Sharp  lightnings  with  the  meteors  blaze  confpire, 
And,  darted  downward,  fet  the  world  on  fire ; 
-Black  rifing  clouds  the  thicken'd  /Ether  choke, 
And  fpiry. flames  dart  through  the  rolling  fmoke, 
With  keen  vibrations  cut  the  fullen  night, 
And  ftrike  the  darken'd  fky  with  dreadful  light; 
From  heav'n's  four  regions,  with  immortal  force, 
Angels  drive  on  the  winds  impetuous  courfe, 
'P  enrage  the  flame  :  It  fpreads,  it  foars  on  high, 
Swells  in  the  ftorm,  and  billows  through  the  fky  : 
Here  winding  pyramids  of  fire  afcend, 
Cities  and  defarts  in  one  ruin  blend  ; 
Here  blazing  volumes  wafted,  overwhelm 
The  fpacious  face  of  a  far  diftant  realm  ; 
There,  undermin'd,  down  rufh  eternal  hills, 
The  neighb'ring  vales  the  vaft  definition  fills. 

Hear'ft   thou   that   dreadful    crack  ?  that    found 

which  broke 
Likepeals  of  thunder,  and  the  center  fhook? 

What 
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What  wonders  muft  that  groan  of  nature  tell  ? 
Olympus  there,  and  mightier  Atlas,  fell ; 
Which  feem'd  above  the  reach  of  fate  to  fland, 
A  tow'ring  monument  of  God's  right  hand  : 
Now  duft  and  fmoke,  whofe  brow  fo  lately  fpread 
O'er  fhelter'd  countries  its  diffufive.  fhade. 

Shew  me  that  celebrated  fpot,  where  all 
The  various  rulers  of  the  fever'd  ball 
Have  humbly  fought  wealth,  honor,  and  redrefs, 
That  land  which  heav'n  feem'd  diligent  to  blefs, 
Once  call'd  Britannia:   Can  her  glories  end? 
And  can't  furrounding  feas  her  realms  defend  ? 
Alas  !   in  flames  behold  furrounding  feas  ; 
Like  oil,  their  waters  but  augment  the  blaze. 

Some  angel  fay,  Where  ran  proud  Afia's  bound? 
Or  where  with  fruits  was  fair  Europa  crownd? 
Where  fbretclrd  waflc  Lybia?    Where  did  India's 

{lore 

Sparkle  in  diamonds,  and  her  golden  ore  ? 
Each  loll  in  each,  their  mingling  kingdoms  glow, 
And  all  diffolv'd,  one  fiery  deluge  flow  : 
Thus  earth's  contending  monarchies  are  join'd, 
And  a  full  period  of  ambition  find. 

And  now  whate'er  or  fwims,  or  walks,  or  flies, 
Inhabitants  of  fea,  or  earth,  or  Ikies  ; 
All  on  whom  Adam's  wifdom  fix'd  a  'name, 
All  plunge,  and  perifh  in  the  conq'ring  flame  : 

Y  3  This 
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This  globe  alone  would  but  defraud  the  fire, 
Starve  its  devouring  rage  :  the  flakes  afpirc, 
And  catch  the  clouds,  and  makes  the  heav'n  their 

prey  ; 

The  fun,  the  moon,  the  Mars,  all  melt  away  ; 
All,  all  is  loft  ;  no  monument,  no  fign, 
Where  once  fo  proudly  blaz'd  the  gay  machine. 
So  bubbles  on  the  foaming  ftream  expire, 
So  fparks  that  fcatter  from  the  kindling  fire ; 
The  deveftations  of  one  dreadful  hour 
The  Great  Creator's  fix  days  work  devour  ; 
A  mighty,   mighty  ruin  !  yet  one  foul 
Plas  more  to  boaft,  and  far  outweighs  the  whole  ; 
Exalted  in  fuperior  excellence, 
Cafts  down  to  nothing,  fuch  a  vaft  expence. 
Have  ye  not  feen  th'  eternal  mountains  nod, 
An  earth  difTolving,   a  defcending  God? 
What  fhrange  furprifes  through  all  nature  ran  ? 
For  whom  thefe  revolutions,  but  for  man  ? 
For  him,  Omnipotence  new  meafures  takes, 
For  him,  through  all  eternity  awakes  ; 
Pours  on  him  gifts  fufficient  to  fupply 
Heav'n's  lofs,  and  with  frefh  glories  fill  the  iky. 

Think  deeply  then,  O  man,   how  great  thou  art 
Pay  thyfelf  homage  with  a  trembling  heart ; 
What  angels  guard,    no  longer  dare  negleft, 
Slighting  thyfelf,  affront  not  God's  refpecl;. 
Enter  the  facred  tempje  of  thy  breaft, 
And  gaze,  and  wander  there,  a  ravifh'd  gueft  ; 

Gaze 
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Gaze  on  thofe  hidden  treafures  thou  fhalt  find, 
Wander  through  all  the  glories  pf  thy  mind. 
Of  perfeft  knowledge,  fee,  the  dawning  light 
Foretels  a  noon  moft  exquifitely  bright ! 
Here,  fprings  of  eridlefs  joy  are  breaking  forth! 
There,  buds  the  promife  of  celeftial  worth  ! 
Wgrth,  which  muft  ripen  in  a  happier  clime, 
And  brighter  fun,  beyond  the  bounds  of  time. 
Thou,  minor,  canft  not  guefs  thy  vail  eftate, 
What  (lores,  on  foreign  coails,  thy  landing  wait  : 
Lofe  not  thy  claim,  let  virtue's  paths  be  trod  ; 
Thus  glad  all  heav'n,  and  pleafe  that  bounteous  God, 
Who,  to  light  thee  to  pleafures,  hung  on  high 
Yon  radiant  orb,  proud  regent  of  the  fky  : 
That  fervice  done,  its  beams  fhall  fade  away, 
And  God  fhine  forth  in  one  Eternal  Day. 


LIFE        AND        F     A      M      E. 

[COWLEY.] 

V_yII  Life,  thou  nothing  s  younger  brother  ! 

So  hket  that  one  may  take  om  for  the  other  ! 
In  all  the  cobwebs  of  the  fchoolmen's  trade 
We  no  fuch  nice  diftindion  woven  fee, 

As  'tis  to  6e,  or  not  to  be. 
Drear*  of  zjhadow  !  a  rcfleftion  made 

From 
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From  the  falfc  glories  of  the  raatry  row, 

Is  a  morcfolid  thing  than  thou. 
Vain  weak-built  ijl.hmus  !  which  doft  proudly  rife 

Up  between  two  eternities  ; 
Yet  canft  not  wave,  nor  vf'mdfuftain, 
But  broken  and  o'erzvhdm'd  the  oceans  meet  again. 

And  with  what  rare  inventions  do  we  ftrive, 

Ourf  elves  then  to  furvive  ? 

Some  with  vaft  coftly  tombs  would  purchafe  it, 
And  by  the  ^roo/>  of  death  pretend  to  live. 

Here  lies  the  great  —  Falfe  marble  where  ? 
Nothing  butfmcM  and.  fordid  ditft  lies  there. 

Some  build  enormous  mountain  palaces, 

Thcfocls  and  architects  to  pleafe  : 
A  lafting  life  in  well-hewn  font  they  rear  : 

So  he  who  on  the  Egyptian  fhore 
Was  {lain  fo  many  hundred  years  before, 
Lives  itiii  (O  lift  mo  ft  happy  and  mo  ft  dear  ! 
O  life  that  epicures  envy  to  hear  !) 
Lives  in  the  riattj  of  his  amphitheatre. 


Csefar  an  higher  place  does  claim 
In  theferaphic  entity  otfame  : 

He  fmce  that  toy  his  death 

Does  fill  all  mouths,  and  breaths  in  all  mens  breath. 
.  _  The  two  immortal  fyllabks  remain  ; 
But  O  !  ye  learned  men  explain, 
What  e/ence,  what  exi/tenct  this 

Infix  poor  letters  is  ? 

In 
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In  thofe  alone  does  the  great  Csefar  live  ; 

'Tis  all  the  conquer' d  world  could  give  1 

We  poets  madder  yet  than  all, 
With  a  rchri'dfantajlic  vanity, 
Think  we  not  only  have  but  give  eternity. 

Fain  would  I  fee  that  prodigal, 

Who  his  to-morrow  would  beftow, 
For  all  old  Homer's  life  e'er  (ince  he  dy'd  till  now. 


ON         ST.         ARDALIO, 

WHO   FROM  A  STAGE  -PLAYER  BECAME    A  CHRIS 
TIAN,  AND  SUFFERED  MARTYRDOM. 

[WATTS.] 

jf\RDALIO  jeers,  and  his  comic  drains 
The  myft'ries  of  our  bleeding  God  profanes, 
While  his  loud  laughter  {hakes  the  painted  fcenes. 

Heav'n  heard,  and  ftrait  around  the  fmoking  throne 
The  kindling  lightning  in  thick  flafhes  fhone, 
And  vengeful  thunder  murmur'd  to  be  gone. 

Mercy  Mood  near,  and  with  a  fmiling  brow 
Calm'd  the  loud  thunder ;  "  There's  no  need  of  you  ; 
"  Grace  fhall  defcend,  and  the  weak  man  fubdue." 

Grace 
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Grace  leaves  the  flues,  and  he  the  ftage  forfakes, 
He  bows  his  head  down  to  the  martyring  ax, 
And  as  he  bows,  this  gentle  farewel  fpeaks  ; 

"  So  goes  the  comedy  of  life  away  : 

*;  Vain  earth,  adieu,  heav'n    will   applaud  to-day  ; 

"  Strike,  courteous  tyrant,  and  conclude  the  play.3* 


DEATH      AND     ETERNITY. 

[WATTS.] 


thoughts,  that  often  mount  the  fides, 
Go,  fearch  the  world  beneath, 
Where  nature  all  in  ruin  lies, 
Aud  own  her  fov'reign,  Death. 

The  tyrant,  how  he  triumphs  here  ! 

His  trophies  fpread  around  ! 
And  heaps  of  dun;  and  bones  appear 

Through  ail  the  hollow  ground. 

.'.•;•:.'  •£,  ^j;~*t."!i  4*>j.tfe;nj  --:  ursSi  gii  $mwt$t  ;>«'. 
Thefe  fkulls,  what  ghaftly  figures  now  ! 

How  loathfome  to  the  eyes  ! 
Thefe  are  the  heads  we  lately  knew 
So  beauteous  and  fo  wile* 


But; 
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But  where  the  fouls,  thofe  deathlefs  things, 

That  left  this  dying  clay  ? 
My  thoughts  now  flretch  out  all  your  wings, 

And  trace  Eternity. 

O  that  unfathomable  fca  ! 

Thofe  deeps  without  a  fhore  I 
Where  living  waters  gently  play, 

Or  fiery  billows  roar. 

Thus  muft  we  leave  the  banks  of  life, 

And  try  this  doubtful  fea  ; 
Vain  are  our  groans,  and  dying   ftrifc, 

To  gain  a  moment's  flay. 

There  we  fhall  fwim  in  heav'nly  blifs, 

Or  fink  in  flaming  waves, 
While  the  pale  carcafe  thoughtlefs  lies 

Among  the  filent  graves. 

Some  hearty  friend  fhall  drop  his  tear 

On  our  dry  bones,  and  fay, 
«  Thefe  once  were.ftrong,  as  mine  appear, 

"  And  mine  muft  be  as  they. 

Thus  fhall  our  mould'ring  members  teach 

What  now  our  fenfes  learn : 
For  duft  and  afhes  loudeft  preach 

Man's  infinite  concern. 

THE 
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THE     GOD     OF     THUNDER, 

[WATTS.] 

V_>)  THE  immenfe,  th' amazing  height, 
The  boundlefs  grandeur  of  our  God, 

Who  treads  the  worlds  beneath  his  feet, 
And  fways  the  nations  with  his  nod! 

He  fpeaks  ;  and  lo,  all  nature  fhakes, 
Heav'n's  everlafting  pillars  bow ; 

He  rerids  the  clouds  with  hideous  cracks, 
And  {hoots  his  fiery  arrows  through. 

Well,  let  the  nations  ftart  and  fly 
At  the  blue  lightning's  horrid  glare, 

Atheifts  and  emperors  fhrink  and  die, 
When  flame  and  noife  torment  the  air. 

Let  noife  and  flame  confound  the  fkies, 
And  drown  the  fpacious  realms  below, 

Yet  will  we  fing  the  Thunderer's  praife, 
And  fend  our  loud  Hofannas  through. 

Celeftial  King,  thy  blazing  pow'r 
Kindles  our  hearts  to  flaming  joys, 

We  fhout  to  hear  thy  thunders  roar, 
And  echo  to  our  Father's  voice. 


Thus 
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Thus  fhall  the  God  our  Saviour  come, 

And  lightnings  round  his  chariot  play  : 

Ye  lightnings  fly  to  make  him  room, 
Ye  glorious  ftorms,  prepare  "his  way. 


DEATH    ITS    CAUSES    AND    VARIETY. 

[MlLTON.] 

JLjUT  many  fhapes 

Of  Death,  and  many  are  the  ways  that   lead 
To  his  grim  cave,  all  difmal  ;  yet  to  fenfe 
More  terrible  at  th'  entrance  than  within. 
Some,  as  thou  faw'ft,  by  violent  flroke  fhall  die, 
By  fire,  flood,  famine,  by  intemp'rance  more 
Jn  meats  and  drinks,  which  on  the  earth  fhall  bring 
Difeafes  dire,  of  which  a  monflrous  crew 
Before  thee  fhall  appear;  that  thou  may 'ft  know 
What  mifery  th'  inabilinence  of  Eve 
Shall  bring  on  men.     Immediately  a  place 
Before  his  eyes  appeard,  fad,  noifome,  dark, 
A  lazar-houfe  it  feem'd,  wherein  were  laid 
Numbers  of  all  difeas'd,  all  maladies 
Of  ghafcly  fpafm,  or  racking  torture,  qualms 
Of  her  rt-iick  agony,  all  feverous  kinds, 
Convulfions,  epilepfies,  fierce  catarrhs, 

Z  Inteftine 
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Intedine  ftone  and  ulcer,  cholic  pangs, 
Demoniac  phrenzy,  moaping  melancholy, 
And  moon-ftruck  madnefs,  pining  atrophy, 
Marafmus,  and  wide-wafting  peftilence, 
Dropfies,  and  afthmas,  and  joint  racking  rheums, 
Dire  was  the  tofling,  deep  the  groans  ;    defpair 
Tended  the  fick  bufieft  from  couch  to  couch  ; 
And  over  them  triumphant  Death  his  dart 
Shook,  but  delay'd  to  ftrike,  though  oft  invok'd 
With  vows,  as  their  chief  good,  and  final  hope. 
Sight  fo  deform  what  heart  of  rock  could  long 
Dry-ey'd  behold  ?   Adam  could  not,  but  wept, 
Though  not  of  woman  born  ;  compaflion  quelFd 
His  befl  of  man,   and  gave  him  up  to  tears 
A  fpace,  till  firmer  thoughts  reftrain'd  excefs. 


THE  INSTITUTION  AND  SOLEMNITY  OF 
THE  SABBATH. 

[_MlLTON.] 

jf\.ND  now  on  earth  the  feventh 
Evening  arofe  in  Eden,  for  the  fun 
Was  fet,  and  twilight  from  the  eafl  came  on, 
Fore-running  night ;  when  on  the  holy  mount 
Of  heav'n's  high-feated  top,  th'  imperial  throne 
Of  Godhead,  fix'd  for  ever  firm  and  fure, 

The 
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The  Filial  Pow'r  arrivVl,  and  fat  him  down 
With  his  great  Father,  for  he  alfo  went 
Invilible,  yet  ftay'd,  (fuch  privilege 
Hath  Omniprefence)  and  the  work  ordain'd, 
Author  and   end  of  all  things,  and  from  work 
Now  reding,  blefs'd  and  hallow'd  the  feventh  day, 
As  refling  on  that  day  from  all  his  work, 
But  not  in  filence  holy  kept ;  the  harp 
Had  work  and  reftednot,  the  folemn  pipe, 
And  dulcimer,  all  organs  of  fweet  flop, 
All  founds  on  fret  by  firing  or  golden  wire 
Temper'd  foft  tunings,  intermix'd  with  voice 
Choral  or  unifon  :   of  incenfe  clouds 
Fuming  from  golden  cenfers  hid  the  mount. 
Creation  and  the  fix  days  afts  they  fung. 
Great  are  thy  works,  Jehovah,  infinite 
Thypow'r;    what   thought   can    mcafure    thcc  or 

tongue 

Relate  thee?  greater  now  in  thy  return 
Than  from  the  giant  angels  ;  thee  that  day 
Thy  thunders  magnify 'cl;  but  to  create 
Is  greater  than  created  to  deftroy. 
Vv'ho  can  impair  thee,    mighty  King,  or  bound 
Thy  empire  ?  Eahly  the  proud  attempt 
Of  fpiiits  apoftate  and  their  counfels  vain 
Thou  haft  repell'd,  while  impioufly  they  thought 
Thee  to  diminifh,  and  from  thee  withdraw 
The  number  of  thy  worfhippers.     Who  feeks 
To  lellen  thee  againft  his  purpofe  ferves 
To  manifefl  the  more  thy  might :  his  evil 

Z  a  Thau 
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Thou  ufeft,  and  from  thence  creat'ft  more  good. 

Witnefs  this  new-made  world,  another  heaven 

From  heav'n  gate  not  far,  founded  in  view 

Of  the  clear  hyaline,  the  glafly  fea  ; 

Of  amplitude  almoft  immenfe,  with  ftars 

Numerous,  and  ev'ry  flar  perhaps  a  world 

Of  deftin'd  habitation  ;  but  thou  know 'It 

Their  feafons  :  among  thefe  the  feat  of  men 

Earth  with  her  nether  ocean  circumfus'd, 

Their  pleafant  dwelling-place.     Thrice  happy  men 

And  fons  of  men,  whom  God  hath  thus  advanc'd, 

Created  in  his  image,  there  to  dwell 

And  worfhip  him,  and  in  reward  to  rule 

Over  his  works,  or  earth,  in  fea,  or  air, 

And  multiply  a  race  of  woifhippers 

Holy  and  juft:  thrice  happy  if  they  know 

Their  happinefs,  and  perfevere  upright. 

So  fung  they,  and  the  empyrean  rung 
\Vith  Hallelujahs  :  Thus  was  fabbath  kept. 


PART 
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PART    OF    THE    XXXVIIlTH    AND   XXXIXin 
CHAPTERS    OK    JOB. 

A     PARAPHRASE. 

[BROOME.] 

JL  HEN  from  his  bright  aerial  abode, 
On  dorms  and  whirlwinds  down  th'  Almighty 

rode, 

And  the  loud  voice  of  thunder  fpoke  the  God. 
He  flretch'd  his  dark  pavillion  o'er  the  floods, 
Harnefs'd  the  winds,  and  rein'd  the  dufky  clouds. 
Then  from  his  awful  gloom  the  Godhead  fpoke, 
And  at  his  voice  affrighted  nature  fhook. 

Vain  man  !  who  boldly,  with  dim  reafon's  ray, 
Vies  with  his  God,  and  rivals  his  full  day ! 
But  tell  me  now,  fay  how  this  beauteous  frame 
Of  all  things,  from  the  womb  of  nothing  came. 
When  nature's  Lord,    by  one  almighty  call, 
From  rio-where  rais'd  the  world's  capacious  ball  ? 
How  the  revolving  fphercs  amid  the  fky, 
In  confort  move,  and  dance  in  harmony  ? 
Why  the  vaft  tide  fomctimes  with  wanton  play 
In  foft  meanders  gently  glides  away  : 
Anon,  why  fwelling  with  impetuous  ftores 
Comes  rolling  down,  and  tumbles  to  the  fhores  ? 

Z3  By 
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By  thy  command  does  fair  Aurora  rife, 

And  gild  with  purple  beams  the  blufhing  fkies  ? 

The  warbling  lark  fahites  her  chearful  ray, 

And  welcomes  with  his  fong  the  rifmg  day; 

The  rifmg  day  arnbrofial  dew  diftils;  "\ 

Th'  ambrofial  dew  with  balmy  odors  fills  > 

The  flow'rs ;  the  ilow'rs  rejoice,  and  nature  fmiles.  } 

Why  awful  night  begins  her  folemn  round, 

With  all  the  majefty  of  darknefs  crown'd. 

Now  bufy  nature  lies  diffus'd  in  ileep, 

Ilufh'd  is  the  land,  and  lull'd  the  peaceful  deep  ; 

No  air  of  breath  difturbs  the  clrowzy  woods, 

No  whifper  murmur  from  the  filent  floods  : 

The  illver  moon  fheds  down  a  trembling  light, 

And  glads  the  melancholy  face  of  night. 

The  ftars  in  orders  twinkle  in  the  ikies, 

And  fall  in  filence,  and  in  filence  rife. 

Till  through  the  gates  of  light  the  radiant  fun. 

"HlVies,  and  leads  the  circling  minutes  on  ; 

His  fiery  courfers  bounding  from  the  main, 

Whirl  the  bright  car  along  th'etherial  plain  ; 

The  fiery  courfers  and  the  car  difplay, 

A  itream  of  glory,  and  a  flood  of  day. 

Did  e'er  thy  eye  defcend  into  the  deep, 

Or  haft  thou  feen  where  infant  tempefts  fleep  ?' 

Was  e'er  the  grave  or  regions  of  the  night 

Yet  trod  by  thee,  or  open'd  to  thy  fight  ? 

Has  Death  difclos'd  to  thee  his  gloomy  fla:e,  ^\ 

The  ghaftly  forms,  the  various  woes  that  wait       > 

In  terrible  array  before  his  awful  gate  ? 

.   Know'ft 
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Know'ftthou  where  darknefs  bears  eternal  fway, 

Or  where's  the  fource  of  everlafting  day  ? 

Why  Eurus  fans  the  eaftern  regions,  borne 

Upon  the  eourfers  of  the  balmy  morn  ? 

Say,  why  fometimes  the  gentle  ev'ning  breeze 

Sleeps  on  the  waves,  or  murmurs  through  the  trees? 

Or  why  the  winds  fometimes  their  pinions  try, 

Whifk  o'er  the  plain,  and  battle  in  the  fky  ? 

On  ruddy  wings  why  forky  lightning  flies, 

And  rolling  thunder  grumbles  in  the  fkies  ? 

Know'ft  thou  why  comets  threaten  in  the  air,        -\ 

Heralds  of  woes,   definition,  and  defpair, 

The  plague,  the  fword,  and  all  the  forms  of  war  ?    ) 

Say  why  the  driving  hail  with  rufhing  found 

Pours  from  on  high,  and  rattles  on  the  ground? 

How  hover  fnows  and  wanton  in  the  air, 

Fall  by  degrees,  and  cloath  the  hoary  year  ? 

Why  pearly  rain  in  fruitful  fhowers  flows, 

And  on  each  bud  a  fudden  fpring  beftows? 

Say,  can  thy  voice  when  fultry  Sirius  reigrs,        -\ 

Glows  in  the  air,  and  fires  the  thirfty  plains, 

Call  down  the  waters,  and  command  the  rains  ?   ) 

Or,    when    the   heav'ns  are  charg'd  with  gloomy 

clouds, 

And  rufhing  down  precipitate  in  floods, 
Chafe  the  dark  horror  of  the  ftorm  away, 
Reftrain  the  deluge,  and  reftore  the  day  ? 
By  thee  does  fummer  deck  herfelf  with  charms,. 
Or  hoary  winter  lock  his  frozen  arms  ? 

Does 
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Does  the  pale  lilly  or  the  blufliing  rofe, 

By  thee  their  bofoms  to  the  morn  difclofe  ? 

Do  fruits  from  thee  receive  their  various  hue, 

Sweet  to  the  tafte,  and  charming  to  the  view  ? 

Say  why  the  fun  arrays  with  various  dies 

The  gaudy  bow,  that  gilds  the  gloomy  fkies  ? 

He  from  his  urn  pours  forth  his  golden  {breams, 

And  humid  clouds  imbibe  the  glitt'ring  beams. 

Say,  canft  thou  rule  the  courfers  of  the  fun, 

Or  lafh  the  lazy  fign  Bootes  on  ? 

Doft  thou  inftruft  the  eagle  how  to  fly, 

To  fcorn  the  lower  air,  and  tow'r  the  fky  ? 

On  founding  pinions  borne  he  mounts,  andfhrowds 

His  proud  afpiring  head  among  the  clouds, 

Strong-pounc'd  and  fierce  !  he' darts  upon  his  prey,  A 

He  foars  in  triumph  through  th'  ethereal  way,        > 

Bears  on  the  fun  and  balks  in  open  day.  J 

Does  the  dread  king  and  terror  of  the  wood, 

The  lion,  at  thy  hand  expect  his  food  ? 

Stung  with  keen  hunger  from  his  den  he  comes, 

Ranges  the  plains,  and  o'er  the  foreft  roams  ; 

In  fullen  majefty  he  ftalks  away, 

And  tygers  tremble  while  he  fecks  his  prey. 

Doft  thou  with  thunder  arm  the  gen'rous  horfe, 

Give  nervous  limbs,  or  fwiftnefs  for  the  courfe  ? 

Fleet  as  the  wind  he  fhoots  along  the  plain, 

And  knows  no  check,  nor  heeds  the    curbing  rein. 

His  fiery  eye-balls  formidably  bright 

Dart  a  fierce  glory,   and  a  dreadful  light. 

Pleas'd 
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Pleas'd  with  the-  clank  of  arms  and  trumpet's  found 
He  bounds,  and  prancing  paws  the  trembling  ground. 
Pie  fnufFs  the  promis'd  battle  from  afar, 
Neighs  at  the  fhouts  and  thunder  of  the   war. 
Rous'd  with  the  noble  din,  and  martial  fight, 
He  pants  with  tumults  of  fevere  delight  ; 
His  fprightly  blood  an  even  courfe  difdains, 
Pours  from  his  heart,  and  charges  in  his  veins. 
He  braves  the  fpear,  and  mocks  the  twanging  bow, 
Demands  the  fight,  and  rufh.es  on  the  foe. 


THE          M     O     N     U     M     E     N     T. 

Pojl  funcra  virtus. 

jf\  MONSTER,  in  a  courfe  of  vice  grown  old, 
Leaves  to  his  gaping  heir  his  ill-gain'd  gold  : 
Straight  breathes  his  bud,  ftraight   are  his   virtues 

fhown, 

Their  date  commencing  with  the  fculptur'd  ftone. 
If  on  his  fpecious  marble  we  rely, 
Pity  a  worth  like  his  fhould  ever  die! 
If  credit  to  his  real  life  we  give, 
Pity  a  wretch  like  him  fhould  ever  live  ! 


A    MO- 
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A   MONUMENTAL    INSCRIPTION, 


X>N     THE     DEATH     OF     HIS    SON. 
[JANE.] 

I'M  not  defign'd  to  fay  who  lies  beneath  ; 
Which  known,  how  ufelefs  to  the  dead  and  thee  I 
Whoe'er  thou  art,  or  rich,  or  wife,  or  ftrong, 
If  thy  proud  heart  is  unfubdu'd  by  grace, 
Thou  haft  within,  thy  foul's  unwearied  foe — 
Thy  condemnation  to  infernal  fhacles  ! 

Life  is  uncertain — at  the  longeft  ftiort ! 
Lo,  the  grave  yawns — eternity's  in  view  ! 

Say,  wretched  fmner  !  how  wilt  thou  efcape  ? 
But  one  refource  remains — To  Jefus  fly 
With  eyes  full  ftreaming,  and  a  broken  heart : 
Thy  ftains  his  blood  fhall  purge — his  fpirit  guide 
Thy  feet  into  the  way  of  pcrfeft  peace. 
Thus  ready  for  that  dreaded,  wifh'd-for  hour, 
Thro'  Death's  cold  {hades  thy  foul  ftiall  fearlefs  pafs 
To  fome  blefs'd  region,  till  the  awful  trump 
Proclaims  the  dawn  of  that  eternal  day, 
In  which  with  jefus  thou  (halt  ever  reign. 

Otf 
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^^^*5^£^^ 
ON  THE   DEATH    OF  ALEXANDER  THE 


GREAT. 


IS  then  that  hero  number'd  with  the  dead  ! 
That  mighty  chief  whom  all  the  world  obey'd! 
Great  Ammon's  fon  !  th'  invincible  !  O  why, 
Why  did  he  ever  condefcend  to  die  ? 


AN  ODE  ON  THE  DEATH  OF  MR.  THOMSON. 

[COLLINS.] 

Thefctne  of  the  following  Jtanzas  isfupp0fed  to  lie  on 
the  Thames,  near  Richmond. 

IN  yonder  grave  a  Druid  lies, 

Where  {lowly  winds  the  dealing  wave  ! 

The  years  beft  fweets  (hall  duteous  rife 
To  deck  its  poet's  fylvan  grave  ! 

In  yon  deep  bed  of  whifp'ring  reeds 
His  airy  harp  *  (hall  now  be  laid, 

That  he,  whofe  heart  in  forrow  bleeds, 
May  love  thro'  life  the  foothing  (hade, 

Then 

*  The  harp  of  Eolus,  of  which   fee  a  defcription  in   The 
Cattle  of  Indolence. 


288  THE  BEAUTIES    OF 

Then  maids  and  youths  fliall  linger  here, 
And  while  its  founds  at  diftance  fwell, 

Shall  fadly  feern  in  pity's  ear, 

To  hear  the  woodland  pilgrim's  knell. 

Remembrance  oft  fhall  haunt  the  fhore 
When  Thames  in  fummer-wreaths  is  dreft, 

And  oft  fufpend  the  dafhing  oar 
To  bid  his  gentle  fpirit  reft  ! 

And  oft  as  eafe  and  health  retire. 

To  breezy  lawn,  or  foreft  deep, 
The  friend  fhall  view  yon  whitening  *  fpire, 

And  mid  the  varied  landfcape  weep. 

But  thou,  who  own'ft  that  earthy  bed, 
Ah  !  what  will  ev'ry  dirge  avail  ? 

Or  tears,  which  love  and  pity  fhed, 
That  mourn  beneath  the  gliding  fail ! 

Yet  lives  there  one,  whofe  heedlefs  eye 

Shall  fcorn  thy  pale  fhrine  glimm'ring  near  ? 

With  him,  fweet  bard,  may  fancy  die, 
And  joy  defert  the  blooming  year. 

But  thou,  lorn  ftream,  where  fullen  tide 
No  fedge-crown'd  fillers  now  attend, 

Now  waft  me  from  the  green  hill's  fide, 
Whofe  cold  turf  hides  the  bury'd  friend ! 

And 

*  Richmond  Church. 
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And  fee,  the  fairy  vallies  fade, 

Dun  night  has  veil'd  the  folemn  view  ! 

Yet  once  again,  dear  parted  fhade, 
Meek  nature's  child,  again  adieu  ! 

*  The  genial  meads,  aflign'd  to  blefs 
Thy  life,   fhall  mourn  thy  early  doom  ; 

Their  hinds,  and  fhepherd-girls  fhall  drefs 
With  fimple  hands  thy  rural  tomb. 

Long,  long,  thy  {lone,  and  pointed  clay 
Shall  melt  the  mufing  Briton's  eyes, 

O  !  vales,  and  wild  woods,    fhall  he  fay, 
In  yonder  grave  your  Druid  lies  ! 


FEW      HAPPY      MATCHES. 

[WATTS.] 

OAY,  mighty  love,  and  teach  my  fong, 
To  whom  thy  fweeteft  joys  belong, 

And  who  the  happy  pairs 
Whofe  yielding  hearts,  and  joining  hands, 
Find  bleflings  twifted  with  their  bands, 

To  foften  all  their  cares. 

A  a  Not 

*  Mr.  Thomfon  redded  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Richmond 
fowe  time  before  his  deth» 
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Not  the  wild  herd  of  nymphs  and  fwains, 
That  thoughtlefs  fly  into  the  chains, 

As  cuftom  leads  the  way  ; 
If  there  be  blifs  without  defign, 
Ivies  and  oaks  may  grow  and  twine, 

And  be  as  bleft  as  they. 

Not  fordid  fouls,  of  earthly  mould, 
Who  drawn  by  kindred  charms  of  gold 

To  dull  embraces  move  : 
So  two  rich  mountains  of  Peru 
May  rufli  to  wealthy  marriage  too, 

And  make  a  world  of  love. 

Not  the  mad  tribe  that  hell  infpires 
With  wanton  flames  ;  thofe  raging  fires 

The  purer  blifs  deftroy  : 
On  ./Etna's  top  let  furies  wed, 
And  fheets  of  light'ning  drefs  the  bed, 

T'  improve  the  burning  joy. 

Nor  the  dull  pairs,  whofe  marble  forms. 
None  of  the  melting  paffions  warms, 

Can  mingle  hearts  and  hands  : 
Logs  of  green  wood  that  quench  the  coals 
Are  marry'd  juft  like  Stoic  fouls, 

With  ofiers  for  their  bands. 

Not  minds  of  melancholy  ftrain, 

Still  filent,  or  that  (till  complain, 

Can  the  dear  bondage  blefs  : 

As 
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As  we'll  may  heav'nly  concerts  fpring 
From  two  old  lutes  with  ne'er  a  firing, 
Or  none  befides  the  bafs. 


Nor  can  the  foft  enchantments  hold 
Two  jarring  fouls  of  angry  mould, 

The  rugged  and  the  keen  : 
Sampion's  young  foxes  might  as  well 
In  bonds  of  chearful  wedlock  dwell 

With  firebrands  ty'd  between. 

Nor  let  the  cruel  fetters  bind 
A  gentle  to  a  favage  mind  ; 

For  love  abhors  the  fight  : 
Loofe  the  fierce  tyger  from  the  deer, 
For  native  rage  and  native  fear 

Rife  and  forbid  delight. 

Two  kindeft  fouls  alone  muft  meet  ; 
Tis  friendfhip  makes  the  bondage  fweef. 

And  feeds  their  mutual  loves  : 
Bright  Venus  on  her  rolling  throne 
Is  drawn  by  gentleft  birds  alone, 

And  Cupids  yoke  the  doves. 


A  as  THE 
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THE  GRAND    DISTINCTION    BETWEEN    THB 
VIRTUOUS    AND  THE    WICKED    RESERVED 
ANOTHER  STATE.. 


l^OOK  round  the  world!  with  what    a  partial 

hand 

The  fcale  of  blifs  and  mis'ry  is  fuftain'd  ! 
Beneath  the  {hade  of  cold  obfcurity 
Pale  Virtue  lies  ;  no  arm  fupports  her  head, 
No  friendly  voice  fpeaks  comfort  to  her  foul, 
Nor  foft-ey'd  Pity  drops  a  melting  tear  ; 
But  in  their  (lead,  Contempt  and  rude  Difdain 
Infult  the  banifh'd  wand'rer  :  On  fhe  goes 
Neglefted  and  forlorn  :   Difeafe,  and  Cold, 
And  Famine,  worft  of  ills,  her  fteps  attend  : 
"Yet  patient,  and  to  heav'n's  juft  will  refign'd, 
She  ne'er  is  feen  to  weep,  or  heard  to  figh. 

Now  turn  your  eyes  to  yon  fweet  fmelling  bow'r, 
Where  flufh'd  with  all  the  infolence  of  wealth 
Sits  pamper'd  Vice  !  for  him  th'  Arabian  gale 
Breathes  forth  delicious  odors  ;  Gallia's  hills 
For  him  pour  ne&ar  from  the  purple  vine  ; 
Nor  think  for  thefe  he  pays  the  tribute  due 
To  heav'n  :  Of  heav'n  he  never  names  the  name  ; 

Save 
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Save  when  with  imprecations  dark  and  dire 
He  points  his  jeft  obfcene.     Yet  buxom  Health 
Sits  on  his  rofy  cheek  ;  yet  Honor  gilds 
His  high  exploits  ;  and  downy  pinion'd  Sleep 
Sheds  a  foft  opiate  o'er  his  peaceful  couch. 

See'ftthou  this,  righteous  Father !  Seeft  thou  this, 
And  wilt  thou  ne'er  repay  ?  Shall  good  and  ill 
Be  carry'd  undiflinguifh'd  to  the  land 
Where  all  things  are  forgot? — Ah  !  no  ;  the  day 
Will  come,  when  Virtue  from  the  cloud  fhall  burfl 
That  long  obfcur'd  her  beams  ;  when  Sin  (hall  fly 
Back  to  her  native  hell;  there  fink  eclips'd 
In  penal  darknefs  ;  where  nor  ftar  {hall  rife, 
Nor  ever  funfhine  pierce  th'  impervious  gloom. 


THE  UNREASONABLENESS    OF    DENYING 
A  FUTURE  STATE. 

[GLYNN.] 

OCEPTIC  !  whoe'er  thou  art,  who  fay-' ft  the  foul, 
That  particle  divine  which  God's  own  breath 
Infpir'd  into  the  mortal  mafs,  fhall  reft 
Annihilate,  till  duration  lias  unroll'd 
Her  never-ending  line :  tell,  if  thou  know'ft, 

A  a  3  Why 
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Why  ev'ry  nation,  ev'iy  clime,  though  all 
In  laws,  in  rites,  in  manners  difagree, 
With  one  confent  expeft  another  world, 
Where  wickednefs  fhall  weep?  WThy  Painim  bards 
Fabled  Elyfian  plains  ;   Tartarean  lakes, 
Styx  and  Cocytus  ?  Tell  why  Hali's  fons 
Have  feign'd  a  paradife  of  mirth  and  love, 
Banquets  and  blooming  nymphs?  Or  rather  tell, 
Why  on  the  brink  of  Orellana's  ftream, 
Where  never  Science  rear'd  her  facred  torch, 
Th'untutor'd  Indian  dreams  of  happier  worlds 
Behind  the  cloud-topt  hill  ?  Why  in  each  breaft 
Is  plac'd  a  friendly  monitor,  that  prompts, 
Informs,  direfts,  encourages,  forbids  ? 
Tell  why  on  unknown  evil  grief  attends ; 
Or  joy  on  fecret  good?  Why  confcience  a&s 
With  tenfold  force,  when  ficknefs,  age,  or  pain 
Stands  tott'ring  on  the  precipice  of  death  ? 
Or  why  fuch  horror  gnaws  the  guilty  foul 
Of  dying  finners  •>  w.hile  the  good  man  ileeps 
Peaceful  and  calm,  ayd  with  a  fmile  expires  ? 
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SENSUAL  PLEASURES   CENSURED,,- 

[MlLTON.] 

JUDGE  not  what  is  bed 
By  pleafure,  though  to  nature  feeming  meet, 
Created,  as  thou  art,  to  nobler  end 
Holy  and  pure,  conformity  divine. 
1  hofe  tents  thou  faw'ft  fo  pleafant,  were  the  tents 
Of  wickednefs,  wherein  fhall  dwell  his  race 
Who  ilew  his  brother  ;  fludious  they  appear 
Of  arts  that  polifh  life,  inventors  rare, 
Unmindful  of  their  Maker,  though  his  Spirit 
Taught  them,  but  they  his  gifts  acknowledg'd  none* 
Yet  they  a  beateous  offspring  fhall  beget ; 
For  that  fair  female  troop  thou  faw'ft,  that  feem'4 
Of  goddeffes,  fo  blithe,  fo  fmooth,  fo  gay, 
Yet  empty  of  all  good  wherein  confifts 
Woman's  domeftic  honor  and  chief  praife ; 
Bred  only,  and  completed  to  the  tafle 
Of  luftful  appetence,  to  ring,  to  dance, 
To  drefs,  and  troll  the  tongue,  and  roll  the  eye. 
To  thefe  that  fober  race  of  men,  whofe  lives 
Religious  titled  them  the  fons  of  God, 
Shall  yield  up  all  their  virtue,  all  their  fame 

Ignobly 
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Ignobly,  to  the  trains  and  to  the  fmiles 
Of  thcfe  fair  atheifts,  and  now  fwim  in  joy, 
Ere  long  to  fwim  at  large;  and  laugh,  for  which 
The  world  ere  long  a  world  of  tears  muft  weep. 


TRUE         WISDOM. 

[MlLTON.] 

HENCEFORTH  I  learn  that  to  obey  is  heft, 

And  love  with  fear  the  only  God,  to  walk 

As  in  his  prefence,  ever  to  obferve 

His  providence,  and  on  him  fole  depend, 

Merciful  over  all  his  works,  with  good 

Still  overcoming  evil,  and  by  fmall 

Accomplifhing  great  things,  by  things  deem'd  weak 

Subverting  worldly  ftrong,  and  worldly  wife 

By  fimple  meek  ;  that  fuff'ring  for  truth's  fake 

Is  fortitude  to  higheft  viftory, 

And  to  the  faithful  death  the  gate  of  life  ; 

Taught  this  by  his  example  whom  I  now 

Acknowledge  my  Redeemer  everbleft. 
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THE    BIRTH    OF    SIN,    AND    PROCREATION 
OF  DEATH. 

[MlLTON.] 

Do  I  feern 

Now  in  thine  eye  fo  foul  ?  once  deem'd  fo  fair 
In  heav'n,  when  at  th'  aflfembly,   and  in  fight 
Of  all  the  Seraphim  with  thee  combin'd 
In  bold  confpiracy  againfl  heav'n's  King. 
All  on  a  fudden  miferable  pain 
Surpriz'd  thee,  dim  thine  eyes,   and  dizzy  fwum 
In  darknefs,  while  thy  head  flames  thick  and  faft 
Threw  forth,  till  on  the  left  fide  opening  wide 
Liken:  to  thee  in  fhape  and  count'nance  bright, 
Then  fhining  heav'nly  fair,   a  goddefs  arm'd 
Out  of  thy  head  I  fprurig  :   amazement  feiz'd 
All  th'  hoft  of  heav'n  :  back  they  recoil'd  afraid 
At  firft,  and  call'd  me  Sin,  and  for  a  fign 
Portentous  held  me  ;  but  familiar  grown, 
I  pleas'd,  and  with  attractive  graces  won 
The  moft  averfe,  thee  chiefly,  who  full  oft 
Thyfelf  in  me  thy  perfect  image  viewing 
Becam'ft  enamour'd,  and  fuch  joy  thou  took'ft 
With  me  in  fecret,  that  my  womb  conceiv'd 
A  growing  burden.     Mean  while  war  arofe, 

And 
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And  Reids  were  fought  in  heav'n  :  wherein  remain'd 
(For  what  could  elie)  to  our  Almighty  foe 
Clear  victory,  to  our  part  lofs  and  rout 
Thro'  all  the  empyrean  :   down  they  fell 
Driv'n  headlong  from  the  pitch  of  hea,v'n,  down 
Into  this  deep,  and  in  the  gen'ral  fall 
I  alfo  at  which  time  this  powerful  key  ; 
Into  my  hand  was  giv'n,  with  charge  to  keep 
Thefe  gates  for  ever  fhut,  which  none  can  pafs 
Without  my  opening.     Penfive  here  1  fat 
Alone,  but  long  I  fat  not,  till  my  womb 
Pregnant  by  thee,  and  now  exceffive  grown 
Prodigious  motion  felt  and  rueful  throes. 
At  laft  this  odious  offspring  whom  thou  feed: 
Thine  own  begotten,  breaking  vi'lent  way 
Tore-through  my  entrails,  that  with  fear  and  pain 
Diftoi'ted,  all  my  nether  fhape  thus  grew 
Transform'd:  but  lie  my  inbred  enemy 
Forth  iffu'd,  brandifhing  his  fatal  dart 
Made  to  defcroy :   I  fled,   and  cry'd  out  Death  ; 
Hell  trembled  at  the  hideous  name,    and  iigh'd 
From  all  her  caves,  and  back  refounded  Death. 
J  lied,  but  he  purfu'd  [though  more,  it  feems 
Jnflam'd  with  luft  than  rage)  and  fwifter  far, 
Me  overtook  his  mother  all  difmay'd, 
And  in  embraces  forcible  and  foul 
Ingend'ring  with  me,  of  that  rape  begot 
Thefe  yelling  monfters,  that  with  ceafelefs  cry 
Surround  me  as  thou  faw'ft,  hourly  conceiv'd 
And  hourly  born,  with  forrow  infinite 

To 
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To  me;  for  when  they  lift,  into  the  womb 
That  bred  them  they  return,  and  howl  and  gnaw 
My  bowels,  their  repaft ;  then  burfting  forth 
Afrefh  with  confcious  terrors  vex  me  round, 
That  reft  or  intermiflion  none  I  find. 
Before  mine  eyes  in  oppofition  fits 
Grim  Death  my  fon  and  foe,  who  fets  them  on, 
And  me  his  parent  would  full  foon  devour 
For  want  of  other  prey,  but  that  he  knows 
His  end  with  mine  involv'd ;  and  knows  that  I 
Should  prove  a  bitter  morfel,   and  his  bane, 
Whenever  that  fhall  be. 


GOD  DECLARES  THE  DREADFUL  CONSE 
QUENCE  OF  ADAM's  SIN  TO  HIM 
AND  HIS  POSTERITY,  UNLESS  SATISFACTION 

IS    MADE     TO     UTS     JUSTICE;     WHICH     THE      SON 
OF    GOD    UNDERTAKES. 

[MlLTON.] 

MAN  difobeying, 
Difloyal  breaks  his  fealty,  and  fins 
Againft  the  high  fupremacy  of  heav'n, 
Affeding  Godhead,  and  fo  lofmg  all, 
To  expiate  his  treafon  hath  nought  left, 
But  to  deftruftion  facred  and  devote, 

He 
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He  with  his  whole  poflerity  muft  die, 

Die  he  or  juftice  muft  ;   unlefs  for  him 

Some  other  able,  and  as  willing,  pay 

The  rigid  fatisfa6Hon,  death  for  death. 

Say,  heav'nly  Pow'rs,  where  fhall  we  find  fuch  love  ? 

Which  of  ye  will  be  mortal  to  redeem 

Man's  mortal  crime,  the  juft,  th'  unjuft  to  fave  ? 

Dwells  in  all  heav'n  charity  fo  dear  ? 

He  afk'd,  but  all  the  heav'nly  quire  flood  mute, 
And  filence  was  in  heav'n  :  on  Man's  behalf 
Patron  or  interceffor  none  appear'd, 
Much  lefs  that  durft  upon  his  own  head  draw 
The  deadly  forfeiture,  and  ranfom  fet. 
And  now  without  redemption  all  mankind 
Muft  have  been  loft,  adjudg'd  to  Death  and  Hell 
By  doom  fevere,  had  not  the  Son  of  God, 
In  whom  the  fulnefs  dwells  of  love  divine, 
His  deareft  mediation  thus  renew'd. 

Father,  thy  word  is  paft,  Man  fhall  find  grace  ; 
And  fhall  not  Grace  find  means,  that  finds  her  way, 
The  fpeedieft  of  thy  winged  meffengers, 
To  vifit  all  thy  creatures,  and  to  all 
Comes  unprevented,  unimplor'd,  unfought? 
Happy  for  man,  fo  coming  ;  he  her  aid 
Can  never  feek,  once  dead  in  fins  and  loft ; 
Atonement  for  himfelf  or  offering  meet, 
Indebted  and  undone,  hath  none  to  bring  : 
Behold  me  then ;  me  for  him,  life  for  life 

I  offer; 
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I  offer ;  on  me  let  thine  anger  fall ; 

Account  me  man  ;  I  for  his  fake  will  leave 

Thy  boforo,  and  this  glory  next  to  thee 

Freely  put  off,  and  for  him  laftly  die 

Well  pleas'd  ;  on  me  let  Death  wreak  all  his  rape ; 

Under  his  gloomy  pow'r  I  fliall  not  long 

Lie  vanquifh'd  ;  thou  haft  giv'n  me  to  poiTefs 

Life  in  myfelf  for  ever;  by  thee  I  live, 

Though  now  to  Death  I  yield,  and  am  his  due 

All  that  of  me  can  die  ;  yet  that  debt  paid, 

Thou  wilt  not  leave  me  in  the  loathfbmc  grave 

His  prey,  nor  fuffer  my  unfpotlcd  foul 

For  ever  with  corruption  there  to  dwell  ; 

But  I  fhall  rife  victorious,  and  fubdue 

My  vanquifhcr,  fpoil'd  of  his  vaunted  fpoil  ; 

Death  his  death's  wound  fliall  then  receive,  and  (loop 

Inglorious,  of  his  mortal  fling  difarm'd. 

1  through  the  ample  air  in  triumph  high 

Shall  lead  hell  captive,  inaugre  hell,  and  (how 

The  pow'rs  of  darknefs  bound.     Thou  at  the  [\a\\t 

Pleas'd,  out  of  hcav'n  (halt  look  down  and  (mile  ; 

While  by  thee  rais'd  I  ruin  all  my  foes, 

Death  laft,  and  with  his  carcafe  glut  the  grave  ; 

Then  with  the  multitude  of  my  redeem'd 

Shall  enter  heav'n  long  abfent,  and  return, 

Father,  to  fee  thy  face,  wherein  no  cloud 

Of  angev  fliall  remain,  but  peace  afTur'd 

And  reconcilement  ;  wrath  fhall  be  no  more 

Thenceforth,  but  in  thy  prefencc  joy  entire. 

Bb  EVE's 
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EVE's  PATHETIC  ADDRESS  TO  ADAM  TO 
AVERT   ins  RESENTMENT. 

[MlLTON/] 

EVE  at  his  feet 

Fell  humble,   and  embracing  them,  befought 
His  peace,  and  thus  proceeded  in  her  plaint. 

Forfake  me  not  thus,  Adam,  witnefs  heav'n 
What  love  fincere,  and  rev'rence  in  my  heart 
I  bear  thee,  and  unweeting  have  offended, 
Unhappily  deceiv'd  ;  thy  fuppliant 
I  beg,  and  clafp  thy  knees  :  bereave  me  not,          -» 
Whereon  I  live,  thy  gentle  looks,  thy  aid, 
Thy  counfel  in  this  ultermoft  diflrefs, 
My  only  firength  and  flay  :   forlorn  of  thee, 
Whither  fhall  I  betake  me,  where  fubfifl  ? 
While  yet  we  live,  fcarce  one  fhort  hour  perhaps, 
Between  us  two  let  there  be  peace,  both  joining, 
As  join'd  in  injuries,  one  enmity 
Againfl  a  foe  by  doom  exprefs  aflign'd  us, 
That  cruel  Serpent :  On  me  exercife  not 
Thy  hatred  for  this  mis'ry  befall'n, 
On  me  already  loft,  me  than  thyfelf 
More  miferable  :  both  have  fmn'd,  but  thou 
A&ainft  Gcd  only,  I  againft  God  and  thee, 

And 
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And  to  the  place  of  judgment  will  return, 
There  with  my  cries  importune  heav'n,  that  all 
The  fentence  from  thy  head  remov'cl  may  light 
On  me,  fole  caufe  to  thee  of  all  this  woe, 
Me,  me  only,  jufl-objett  of  his  i 


ire. 


THE  BARBARITY   OF  HUNTING. 
[THOMSON.] 


is  the  triumph  o'er  the  timid  hare  ! 
Scar'd  from  the  corn,  and  now  to  fome  lune  feat 
Retir  d  :   the  rufliy  fen  ;  the  ragged  furze, 
Sfretch'd  o'er  the  (tony  heath  ;  the  flubbk  chapt  ; 
The  thinViy  lawn  ;  the  thick  entangled  broom  ; 
Of  the  fame  friendly  hue,  the  wither'd  fern  ; 
The  fallow  ground  laid  open  to  the  fan, 
Concoftive  ;  and  the  nodding  fancy  bank. 
Hung  o'er  the  mazes  of  the  mountain  brook. 
Vain  is  her  bed  precaution  ;  though  fne  fits 
Conceal'd,  with  folded  ears  ;  unfleeping  eyes, 
By  nature  rais'd  to  take  the  horizon  in  ; 
And  head  couch'd  clofe  betwixt  her  airy  feet, 
In  aft  to  fpring  away.     The  fcented  dew 
Betrays  her  early  labyrinth  ;  and  deep 
In  fcatter'd  fallen  op'nings,  far  behind, 
With  ev'ry  breeze  {he  hears  the  coming  ftonn. 
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.But  nearer,  and  more  frequent,  as  it  loads 
The  fighing  gale,  fhe  fprings  amaz'd,  and  all 
'1  he  f  avage  foul  of  game  is  up  at  once  : 
The  pack  full-opening,  various ;  the  fhrill  horn 
Refounding  from  the  hills  ;  the  neighing  ftced, 
Wild  for  the  chace  :   and  the  loud  hunter's  fhout  ; 
O'er  a  weak,  harmlefs,  flying  creature,  all 
Mix'd  in  mad  tumult,  and  difcordant  joy. 

The  flag  too,  fmgled  from  the  herd,  where  long 
He  rang'd  the  branching  monarch  of  the  fhades, 
Before  the  tempeft  drives.     At  firft,  in  fpeed 
He,  fprightly,  puts  his  faith;  and,  rous'd  by  tear, 
Gives  all  his  fwift  aerial  foul  to  flight ; 
Againft  the  breeze  he  darts,  that  way  the  more 
To  leave  the  leffening  murd'rous  cry  behind  : 
Deception  fhort !  though  fleeter  than  the  winds 
Blown  o'er  the  keen-air'd  mountain  by  the  north, 
He  burftsthe  thickets,  glances  through  the  glades, 
And  plunges  deep  into  the  wildcft  wood; 
If  flow,  yet  fure,  adhefive  to  the  track 
Hot-fleaming,  up  behind  him  come  again 
'1'h'  inhuman  rout,  and  from  the  fhady  depth 
Expel  him,  circling  through  his  ev-'ry  {hi ft. 
He  fweeps  the  foreft  oft,  and  fobbing  fees 
The  glades,  mild  op'ning  to  the  golden  day  ; 
"Where  in  kind  conteft,  with  his  butting  friends 
He  wont  to  flruggle,  or  his  loves  enjoy. 
Oft  in  the  full-defcending  flood  he  tries 
To  lofe  the  fcent,  and  lave  his  burning  fides : 

Oft 
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Oft  feeks  the  herd;  the  watchful  herd,  alarm'd, 

With  felfifh  care  avoid  a  brother's  woe. 

What  (hall  he  do  ?  His  once  fo  vivid  nerves, 

So  full  of  buoyant  fpirit,  now  no  more 

Infpire  the  courfe  ;  but  fainting  breathlefs  toil, 

Sick,  feizes  on  his  heart ;  he  ftands  at  bay  ; 

And  puts  his  laft  weak  refuge  in  defpair* 

The  big  round  tears  run  down  his  dappled  face; 

He  groans  in  anguifh  ;  while  the  growling  pack, 

Blood-happy,  hang  at  his  fair  jutting  cheft, 

And  mark  his  beauteous  checker'd  fides  with  gore* 


GOD's  ABSOLUTE  DOMINIONS 

[WATTS.] 


.L  O  R  D,  when  my  thoughtful  foul  furveys 
Fire,  air  and  earth,  and  ftars  and  feas, 

I  call  them  all  thy  flaves  ; 
Commiffion'd  by  my  Father's  will 
Poifons  (hall  cure  or  balms  fhall  kill  ; 

Vernal  funs  or  Zephyrs  breath 
May  burn  or  blaft  the  plants  to  death 

That  fharp  December  faves* 

"What  can  winds  or  planets  boaft 

But  a  precarious  pow'r  ? 
B  b  3 
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The  fun  is  all  in  darknefs  loft, 
Froft  {hall  be  fire,  and  fire  be  froft 
When  he  appoints  the  hour. 

Lo,  the  Norwegians  near  the  polar  fky 
Chafe  their  frozen  limbs  with  [how, 

Their  frozen  limbs  awake  and  glow, 
The  vital  flame  touch'd  with  a  ftrange  fupply 
Rekindles,  for  the  God  of  life  is  nigh  ; 
He  bids  the  vital  flood  in  wonted  circles  flow. 

Cold  fteel  expos'd  to  northern  air, 
Drinks  the  meridian  fury  of  the  midnight  Bear, 

And  burns  th'  unwary  ftranger  there. 

Enquire  my  foul  of  antierit  fame, 

Look  back  two  thoufand  years,  and  fee 

Th'  Affyrian  prince  transform'd  a  brute 

For  boafling  to  be  abfolute  : 
Once  to  his  court  the  God  of  Ifrael  came, 
A  king  more  abfolute  than  he  : 

I  fee  the  furnace  blaze  with  rage 

Sevenfold :  I  fee  amidlt  the  flame 

Three  Hebrews  of  immortal  name  ; 
They  move,  they  walk  acrofs.  the  burning  flage 
Unhurt  and  fearlefs,  while  the  tyrant  flood 

A  flatue:  fear  congeal'd  his  blood: 

Nor  did  the  raging  element  dare 

Attempt  their  garments  or  their  hair, 
.    It  knew  the  Lord  of  nature  there. 

Nature 
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Nature  compel!' d  by  a  fuperior  caufe 
Now  breaks  her  own  eternal  laws, 
Now  Teems  to  break  them  ;  and  obeys 
Her  fov'ran  King  in  diff'rent  ways. 
Father,  how  bright  thy  glories  fhine  ! 
How  broad  thy  kingdom,  how  divine  ! 

Nature  and  miracle  and  fate  and  chance  are  thine, 

Hence  from  my  heart,  ye  idols,  flee, 

Ye  founding  names  of  vanity  ! 

No  more  my  lips  (hall  facrifice 

To  chance  and  nature,  tales  and  lies  ; 
Creatures  without  a  God  can  yield  me  no  fupphes 

What  is  the  fun,  or  what  the  fhade, 

Or  frofts  or  flames  to  kill  or  fave? 
His  favor  is  my  life,  his  lips  pronounce  me  dead  ; 

And  as  his  awful  dictates  bid, 
Earth  is  my  mother,  or  my  grave. 


ADRIAN1 
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ADRIANI  MORIENTIS  AD  ANIMAM  : 

o  R, 
THE  HEATHEN  TO  HIS  DEPARTING  SOUL> 

.1  JLH,  fleeting  fpirit  !   wand'ring  fire  ! 

That  long  haft  warm'd  my  tender  breaftr 
Muft  thou  no  more  this  frame  infpire? 

No  more  a  pleaiing,  chearful  gueft  ? 

Whither,  ah  whither  art  thou  flying  ! 

To  what  dark,  undifcover'd  fhore  ? 
Thou  feem'ft  all  trembling,  fainting,  dying, 

And  wit  and  humour  are  no  more. 


CHRISTIANI  MORIENTIS  AD  ANIMAM  : 

o  R, 
THE  CHRISTIAN  TO  HIS  DEPARTING  SOUL,. 

VITAL  fpark.  of  heav'nly  flame  ! 
Doft  thou  quit  this  mortal  frame  ? 
Trembling,  hoping,  ling'ring,  flying, 
O  !   the  pain  —  the  blifs  of  dying  ! 
Ceafe,  fond  nature,  ceafe  thy  ftrife  ;, 
Let  me  languifh  into  life, 
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My  fwimming  eyes  are  fick  of  light, 

The  leffening  world  forfakes  my  light, 

A  damp  creeps  cold  o'er  ev'ry  part, 

Nor  moves  my  pulfe,  nor  heaves  my  heart, 

The  hov'ring  foul  is  on  the  wing  ; 

Where,  mighty  Death!  O  where's  thy  (ling? 

I  hear  around  foft  mufic  play, 
And  angels  beckon  me  away  \ 
Calm,  as  forgiven  hermits  reft, 
I'll  deep,  as  infants  at  the  breaft, 
Till  the  laft  trumpet  rend  the  ground  : 
Then  wake  with  tranfport  at  the  found  ! 


THE    END    or    ALL    THINGS. 

J.  HE  cloupt-capt  towers,  the  gorgeous  palaces, 
The  folemn  temples,  the  great  globe  itfelf  j 
Yea,  all  which  it  inherit,  (hall  diflblve, 
And,  like  the  bafelefs  fabric  of  a  vifion, 
Leave  not  a  wreck  behind. 


INCIDENTAL 
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INCIDENTAL  MISERIES    ATTENDANT   ON 
POVERTY. 

JL  ITY  the  forrows  of  a  poor  old  man, 
Whofe  trembling  limbs  have  borne  him  to  your 
door ; 

Whofc  days  are  dwindled  to  the  fhortefl  fpan, 
O  give  reliefj  and  heav'n  will  blefs  your  ftore. 

Thefe  tatter'd  cloaths  my  Poverty  befpeak, 

Thefe  hoary  locks  proclaim  my  length  of  years  I 

And  many  a  furrow  in  this  grief- worn  cheek 
Has  been  the  channel  of  a  ftream  of  tears ; 

Yon  houfe  erefted  on  a  rifmg  ground 

With  tempting  afpecl  drew  me  from  my  road, 

For  Plenty  there  a  rendence  has  found, 
And  Grandeur  a  magnificent  abode. 

Hard  is  the  fate  of  the  infirm  and  poor, 
Here  craving  for  a  morfel  of  their  bread, 

A  pamper'd  menial  forc'd  me  from  the  door 
To  feek  a  fhelter  in  an  humbler  fhed. 

O  take  me  to  your  hofpitable  dome, 

Keen  blows  the  wind,  and  piercing  is  the  cold, 
Short  is  my  paffage  to  the  friendly  tomb, 

For  I  am  poor  and  miierably  old. 

Should 


THE     POETS.  3!1 

Should  I  reveal  the  fource  of  ev'ry  grief, 
If  foft  humanity  e'er  touch'dyour  bread, 

Your  hands  would  not  with-hold  the  kind  relief, 
And  tears  of  Pity  could  not  be  repreft. 

Heav'n  fends  misfortunes,  why  fhould  we  repine  ? 

'Tis  Heav'n  has  brought  me  to  the  ftate  you  fee  ; 
And  your  condition  may  be  foon  like  mine, 

The  child  of  forrow  and  of  mifery. 


A  little  farm  was  my  paternal  lot, 

There,  like  the  lark,  I  fprightly  hail'd  the  morn 
But  ah  !   Oppreflion  forc'd  me  from  my  cot, 

My  cattle  dy'd,  and  blighted  was  my  corn. 


daughter,  once  the  comfort  of  my  age, 
Lur'd  by  a  villain  from  her  native  home, 
Is  caft  abandon'd  on  the  world's  wide  ftage, 
And  doom'd  in  fcanty  Poverty  to  roam. 

My  tender  wife,  fweet  foother  of  my  care, 
Struck  with  fad  anguifh  at  the  ftern  decree, 

Fell,   ling'ring  fell  !   a  vidim  to  Defpair, 

And  left  the  world  to  wretchednefs  and  me. 


VERSES 
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VERSES   WRITTEN   BY  A  GENTLEMAN,   ON  SEEING 
HIS  CHILD  ASLEEP  IN  A  CRADLE,   JUST  BEFORE 

HIS   GOING  TO  PRISON. 


babe,  fweet  image  of  a  harmlefs  mind  ! 
How  calm  that  fleep  which  innocence  enjoys  ! 
The  fmiling  cheek  thou  in  thy  {lumber  wear'  ft, 
Is  nature's  language  for  a  gentle  heart, 
It  fays  :   "  All's  peace  within"  it  is  thy  right  ; 
'Tis  the  bleft  priv'lege  of  thy  tender  age 
To  wake  or  fleep  in  peace  ;  to  know  no  fears, 
To  dread  no  ill,  —  to  fmile  on  friend  and  foe. 

What  moral  leflbn  does  thy  {lumber  teach  ? 
This  preaching  ftrikes  and  mends  a  faulty  heart. 
Come  here,  ye  guilty,  for  it  fpeaks  to  you  ; 
Tells  what  you  loft,  and  what  you'll  ne'er  regain  : 
Where  dwells  the  pow'r  a  wounded  mind  to  heal  ? 
Attend,  ye  mifers  !   all  your  wealth  can't  lure 
This  {lumber  to  your  bed  ;  unbrib'd  it  'drops 
The  downy  wing  upon  this  infant  brow. 

Liften  ye  heroes,  kings,  or  higher  names, 
(If  fuch  there  be)  ;  can  minds  with  cookft  thought 
Tobloodfhed  train'd,  fuch  peaceful  moments  tafte  ? 
Sleep  like  that  babe,  and  I'll  unfheath  my  fvvord. 
Could  gazing  catch  the  flow'r  of  cordial  peace, 

.  My 
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My  ardent  eye  I'd  fix  to  pluck  it  thence. 
And  plant  it  in  my  bread.     In  vain  that  thought  ! 
High  heav'n  this  blifs  to  fmful  man  denies; 
Tis  Virtue's  crown,  andev'n  an  angel's  wealth. 
Sleep  on,  mild  infant !  fleep,   and  never  know 
What  thy  fond  parent  feels — now  feels  for  thee 
Tho'  thou  feel'd  nothing.     O   would  kind   heav'n 

grant 

Thou  ne'er  might'fl  wake  again  !  how  fvvcet  to  paf* 
From  earth  to  heav'n  on  fuch  a  gentle  wing  ! 
Thefe  looks  would  fix  a  fmile  on  death's  pale  cheek. 
I  mud  away  ;  relentlefs  law  compels: 
I'll  take  thee  too ;  thou  in  a  cell  can'ft  flecp, 
And  play  within  the  horrors  of  a  jail  : 
Thy  father  deeps  no  more  :     What  then  !   I'll  watch 
Thy  fleeping  hours,  and  when  thou,  fmil'd,  /V/fmilc. 
Smile  ev'n  in  mifery  :  wipe  my  dreaming  eye, 
Then  fmile  again  :  Will  law  forbid  me  this  ? 

Thy  Mother  in  her  peaceful  tomb  is  laid  ; 
Silent  her  griefs  which  fretted  life  away. 
At  fight  of  thee  her  tender  heart  would  bleed  ; 
It  bled  for  others,    but  for  thee  'twould  dream. 
In   happy  time  her  foul  to  him  is  fled, 
Whofe  blood  for  thofe,  that  mercy  love,  was  fpilt. 
Thou  know'd,  my  God,  by  thy  great  pattern  taught, 
I  never  turn'd  my  eye,  or  fhut  my  heart 
From  any  wretch  that  walk'd  this  earth  in  pain. 
When  thy  rich  bleflings  on  my  head  were  pour'd, 
Thou  kdd'Ji  my  heart  (forgoodnefs  comes  from  thee) 
C  c  To 
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To  feck  out  mis'ry  in  her  bafliful  path, 
And  to" my  utmoft,  ev'ry  wound  to  heal. 

My  faith  is  firm  ;  in  this  thy  trying  hand 
My  hope   breathes    frefli.      Some   virtuous   mind 

thou'lt  touch, 

(Tho'  few  below  thy  glorious  image  wear, 
To  riot  moft,  or  vanity  enflav'd,) 
Then  guide  him  to  my  cell;  my  chains  he'll  break, 
And  Light  to  me,  and  to  this  babe  reftore. 


SS^^S^S^^^ 

THE        CONFLAGRATION, 

[  YOUNG.] 

JDY  the  loud  trumpet  fummon'd  to  the  charge, 
See  all  the  formidable  fons  of  fire, 
Eruptions,  earthquakes,  comets,  lightnings,  play 
Their  various  engines  ;  all  at  once  difgorge 
Their  blazing  magazines  :  and  take  by  ftorm, 
This  poor  terreftrial  citadel  of  man. 

Amazing  period!  when  each  mountain  heigh* 
Out-burns  Vefuvius  :  rocks  eternal  pour 
Their  melted  mafs,  as  rivers  once  they  pour'd ; 
Stars  rufii ;  and  final  ruin  fiercely  drives 

Her 
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Her  plowfhare  o'er  creation  ! — while  aloft, 

More  than  aftonifhment !  if  more  can  be  ! 

Far  other  firmament  than  e'er  was  feen, 

Than  e'er  was  thought  by  man !  far  other Jlars  f 

Stars  animate,  that  govern  thefe  of  fire  ; 

Farotherywfl  / — a  fun,  O  how  unlike  the  man 

That  groan'd  on  Calvary  !  Yet  HE  it  is  ! 

That  man   of  forrows !    O   how   chang'd !    Wha 

pomp  ! 

In  grandeur  terrible,  all  heav'n  defcends  ! 
And  gods,  ambitious,  triumph  in  his  train. 
A  fwift  archangel,  with  his  golden  wing, 
As  blots  and  clouds,  that  darken  and  difgrace 
The  fcene  divine,  fweeps  ftars  and  funs  afide. 
And  now,    all  drofs  remov'd,  heav'n's    own   pure 

day, 

Full  on  the  confines  of  our  asther,  flames. 
While  (dreadful  contraft!)  far,  how  far  beneath! 
Hell,  burfling,  belches  forth  her  blazing  feas. 
And  florins  fulphureous  ;  her  voracious  jaws 
Expanding  wide,  and  roaring  for  her  prey. 

At  midnight.,  when  mankind  is  wrapt  in  peace, 
And  \vor\d\y  fancy  feeds  on  golden  dreams  ; 
To  give  more  dread  to  man's  mod  dreadful  hour, 
At  midnight,  'tis  prefum'd,  this  pomp  will  burfl 
From  tenfold  darknefs  ;  fudden  as  the  fpark 
From  fmitten  fleel;  from  nitrous  grain,  the  blaze. 
Man,  itarting  from  his  couch  fhall  ileep  no  more ! 
C  c  2  The 
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The  day  is  broke,  which  nevermore  fliall  clofe, 
Above,  around,  beneath,  amazement  all ! 
Terror  and  glory  join'd  in  their  extremes  ! 
Our  God  in  grandeur,  and  our  world  on  fire  ; 
All  nature  fhruggling  in  the  pangs  of  death ! 
Doft  thou  not  hear  her  ?  Doft  thou  not  deplore 
Her  flrong  convulfions,  and  her  final  groan  ? 
Where  are  we  now  ?  ah  me  !  the  ground  is  gone, 
On  which  we  flood. O   my    foul  !   while    thou 

may'ft, 

Provide  more  firm  fupport,  or  fink  for  ever  f 
Where?  how?    from  whence?   vain   hope!    it  is 

too  late ! 

Where,  where,  for  flicker  fhall  the  guilty  fly, 
When  confirmation  turns  the  good  man  pale  ? 

Great  day  !  for  which  all  other  days  were  made ; 
For  which  earth  rofe  from  chaos,  man  from  earths 
And  an  eternity,  the  date  of  gods, 
Defcended  on  poor  earth-created  man  ! 
Great  day  of  dread,  decifion,  and  defpair ! 
At  thought  of  thee  each  fublunary  wifh 
Lets  go  its  eager  grafp,  and  drops  the  world, 
And  catches  at  each  reed  of  hope  in  heav'n. 

Thrice  happy  they !  who  enter  now  the  court 
Heav'n  opens  in  their  bofoms :  But,  how  rare, 
Ah  me  !  that  magnanimity,  how  rare  ! 
Shall  man  alone,  whofe  fate,  whofe  final  fate, 
Hangs  on  that  hour,  exclude  it  from  his  thought  •* 

I  think 
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I  think  of  nothing  elfe  ;  I  fee  1  I  feel  it ! 

All  nature,  like  an  earthquake,  trembling  round ! 

All  Deities,  like  fummer's  fwarrns,  on  wing  ! 

All  bafking  in  the  full  meridian  blaze  ! 

I  fee  the  JUDGE  inthron'd !   the  flaming  guard  ! 

The  volume  open'd  !  open'd  ev'ry  heart! 

A  fun-beam  pointing  out  each  fecret  thought ! 

No  patron  !  intercefibr  none  !  now  pad 

The  fweet,  the  clement,  mediatorial  hour  ! 

For  guilt  no  plea  !   to   pain  no  paufe,    no  bound ! 

Inexorable,  all !  and  all,  extreme  I 

ETERNITY,  the  various  fentence  paft, 
Afligns  the  fever'd  throng  diftinft  abodes, 
Sulphureous,  or  ambrofial :  whatenfues? 
The  deed  predominant!  the  deed  of  deeds  ! 
Which  makes  a  hell  of  hell,  a  heav'n  of  heav'n. 
The  Goddefs,  with  determin'd  afpeft,  turns 
Her  adamantine  key's  enormous  fize 
Through  defliny's  inextricable  wards, 
Deep  driving  -ev'ry  bolt  on  both  their  fates. 
Then,  from  the  chryftal  battlements  of  heav'n, 
Down,  down,  fhe  hurls  it  thro'  the  dark  profound. 
Ten  thoufand  thoufand  fathom  ;  there  to  ruft, 
And  ne'er  unlock  her  refolution  more. 
The  deep  refounds,  and  hell,  thro*  all  her  glooms. 
Returns,  in  groans  the  melancholy  roar. 


THE    END. 


